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PART ONE



And I too sing the song of all creation,—
A brave sky, and a glad wind blowing by,

A clear trail and an hour for meditation,

A long day, and the joy to make it fly

;

A hard task and the muscle to achieve it,

A fierce noon and a well-contented gloam,

A good strife and no great regret to leave it,

A still night and the far red lights of home.

Herbert Bashford.
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HOME, SWEET HOME!

'Mm pleasures and palaces though we may roam,

Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home;

A charm from the sky seems to hallow us there,

Which, seek through the world, is ne'er met with elsewhere.

Home, Home, sweet, sweet Home !

There's no place Hke Home ! there's no place like Home !

An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain;

Oh, give me my lowly thatched cottage again !

The birds singing gayly, that came at my call, —
Give me them, — and the peace of mind, dearer than all

!

Home, Home, sweet, sweet Home !

There's no place like Home ! there's no place like Home !
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How sweet 'tis to sit 'neath a fond father's smile,

And the cares of a mother to soothe and beguile !

Let others dehght 'mid new pleasures to roam,

But give me, oh, give me the pleasures of home !

Home, Home, sweet, sweet Home !

There's no place like Home ! there's no place like Home !

To thee I'll return, overburdened with care;

The heart's dearest solace will smile on me there;

No more from that cottage again will I roam

;

Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home.

Home, Home, sweet, sweet Home !

There's no place like Home ! there's no place like Home

!

John Howard Payne.

THE REVEILLE

Hark ! I hear the tramp of thousands,

And of armed men the hum

;

Lo ! a nation's hosts have gathered

Round the quick alarming drum, —
Saying, "Come,

Freemen, come !

Ere your heritage be wasted," said the quick alarming drum.
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''Let me of my heart take counsel:

War is not of life the sum

;

Who shall stay and reap the harvest

When the autumn days shall come?''

But the drum

Echoed, ''Come!

Death shall reap the braver harvest," said the solemn-

sounding drum.

"But when won the coming battle,

What of profit springs therefrom?

What if conquest, subjugation,

Even greater ills become?"

But the drum

Answered, "Come !

You must do the sum to prove it," said the Yankee-

answering drum.

"What if, 'mid the cannon's thunder,

Whistling shot and bursting bomb,

When my brothers fall around me.

Should my heart grow cold and numb?"

But the drum

Answered, "Come !

Better there in death united, than in life a recreant,—Come !

"

BAKER III— 2 17



Thus they answered, — hoping, fearing,

Some in faith, and doubting some,

Till a trumpet voice proclaiming.

Said, ''My chosen people, come!''

Then the drum,

Lo ! was dumb,

For the great heart of the nation, throbbing, answered,

"Lord, we come!" ^^^^ Harte.

THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER

Oh, say, can you see, by the dawn's early light,

What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's last gleaming —
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, through the perilous

fight.

O'er the ramparts we watched were so gallantly streaming !

And the rockets' red glare, the bombs bursting in air,

Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there

;

Oh ! say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave

O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave?

On that shore, dimly seen through the mists of the deep.

Where the foe's haughty host in dread silence reposes.

What is that which the breeze, o'er the towering steep.

As it fitfully blows, now conceals, now discloses?
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Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first beam,

In full glory reflected now shines on the stream

;

'Tis the star-spangled banner ! Oh, long may it wave

O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave

!

And where is that band who so vauntingly swore

That the havoc of war and the battle's confusion

A home and a country should leave us no more?

Their blood has washed out their foul footsteps' pollution.

No refuge could save the hirehng and slave

From the terror of flight, or the gloom of the grave;

And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth wave

O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave.

Oh ! thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand

Between their loved homes and the war's desolation !

Blest with victory and peace, may the heav'n-rescued land

Praise the Power that hath made and preserved us a

nation.

Then conquer we must, for our cause it is just.

And this be our motto — ''In God is our trust.'''

And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave

O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave.

Francis Scott Key.
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COLUMBIA, THE GEM OF THE OCEAN

O Columbia, the gem of the ocean,

The home of the brave and the free,

The shrine of each patriot's devotion,

A world offers homage to thee.

Thy mandates make heroes assemble,

When Liberty's form stands in view;

Thy banners make tyranny tremble —
Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue !

When war winged its wide desolation,

And threatened the land to deform,

The ark then of freedom's foundation,

Columbia rode safe through the storm

;

With their garlands of vict'ry around her.

When so proudly she bore her brave crew;

With her flag proudly floating before her.

Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue !

Old Glory to greet, now come hither.

With eyes full of love to the brim.

May the wreaths of our heroes ne'er wdther.

Nor a star of our Banner grow dim;
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May the service united ne'er sever,

But they to our colors prove true;

The Army and Navy forever !

Three cheers for the Red, White, and Blue !

David T. Shaw.

THE ARROW AND THE SONG

I SHOT an arrow into the air.

It fell to earth, I knew not where

;

For, so swiftly it flew, the sight

Could not follow it in its flight.

I breathed a song into the air.

It fell to earth, I knew not where

;

For who has sight so keen and strong

That it can foUow the flight of song?

Long, long afterward, in an oak

I found the arrow, still unbroke

;

And the song, from beginning to end,

I found again in the heart of a friend.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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A VISIT FROM THE SEA

Far from the loud sea beaches

Where he goes fishing and crying,

Here in the inland garden

Why is the sea-gull flying?

Here are no fish to dive for;

Here is the corn and lea;

Here are the green trees rustling.

Hie away home to sea !

Fresh is the river water

And quiet among the rushes;

This is no home for the sea-gull,

But for the rooks and thrushes.

Pity the bird that has wandered !

Pity the sailor ashore !

Hurry him home to the ocean.

Let him come here no more !

High on the sea-cliff ledges

The white gulls are trooping and crying;

Here among rooks and roses,

Why is the sea-gull flying?

Robert Louis Stevenson.
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LORD RANDAL

''Oh, where hae ye been, Lord Randal, my son?

Oh, where hae ye been, my handsome young man?"

"I hae been to the green wood ; mother, make my bed soon,

For I'm weary wi' hunting, and fain wad He doun."

''Where gat ye your dinner, Lord Randal, my son?

Where gat ye your dinner, my handsome young man?"

"I dined wi' my true love; mother, make my bed soon,

For I'm weary wi' hunting, and fain wad lie doun."

"What gat ye to your dinner, Lord Randal, my son?

What gat ye to your dinner, my handsome young man ?
"

"I gat eels boiled in broth; mother, make my bed soon,

For I'm weary wi' hunting, and fain wad lie doun."

"What became of your blood-hounds, Lord Randal, my son ?

What became of your blood-hounds, my handsome young

man ?"

"Oh, they swelled and they died ; mother, make my bed soon.

For I'm weary wi' hunting, and fain wad lie doun."

"Oh, I fear ye are poisoned, Lord Randal, my son!

Oh, I fear ye are poisoned, my handsome young man !"

"Oh, yes! I am poisoned; mother, make my bed soon,

For I'm sick at the heart, and I fain wad lie doun."

Old Ballad.
23



THE JOVIAL BEGGAR

There was a jovial beggar,

He had a wooden leg,

Lame from his cradle,

And forced for to beg.

And a-begging we will go.

Will go, will go,

And a-begging we will go.

A bag for his oatmeal,

Another for his salt,

And a long pair of crutches.

To show that he can halt.

And a-begging we will go.

Will go, will go,

And a-begging we will go.

A bag for his wheat,

Another for his rye.

And a little bottle by his side,

To drink when he's a-dry.

And a-begging we will go.

Will go, will go,

And a-begging we will go.
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Seven years I begg'd

For my old master Wilde,

He taught me how to beg

When I was but a child.

And a-begging we will go,

Will go, will go,

And a-begging we will go.

I begg'd for my master,

And got him store of pelf,

But heaven now be praised,

I'm begging for myself.

And a-begging we will go.

Will go, will go.

And a-begging we will go.

In a hollow tree

I live, and pay no rent,

Providence provides for me.

And I am well content.

And a-begging we will go.

Will go, will go,

And a-begging we will go.
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Of all the occupations

A beggar's is the best,

For whenever he's a-weary,

He can lay him down and rest.

And a-begging we will go,

Will go, will go.

And a-begging we will go.

I fear no plots against me,

I live in open cell

:

Then who would be a king, lads.

When the beggar lives so well?

And a-begging we will go.

Will go, will go.

And a-begging we will go. Qld Song.



THE MAID FREED FROM THE GALLOWS

"O GOOD Lord Judge, and sweet Lord Judge,

Peace for a little while !

Methinks I see my own father,

Come riding by the stile.

"O father, O father, a little of your gold,

And likewise of your fee,^

To keep my body from yonder grave,

And my neck from the gallows tree."

"None of my gold now you shall have,

Nor likewise of my fee

;

For I am come to see you hanged,

And hanged you shall be."

''0 good Lord Judge, and sweet Lord Judge,

Peace for a little while !

Methinks I see my own mother,

Come riding by the stile.

"O mother, mother, a Httle of your gold,

And likewise of your fee.

To keep my body from yonder grave.

And my neck from the gallows tree!"

^ fee : property or possessions.
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"None of my gold now shall you have,

Nor likewise of my fee;

For I am come to see you hanged,

And hanged you shall be."

"O good Lord Judge, and sweet Lord Judge,

Peace for a little while !

Methinks I see my own brother,

Come riding by the stile.

"O brother, O brother, a little of your gold.

And likewise of your fee.

To keep my body from yonder grave.

And my neck from the gallows tree !

"

"None of my gold now shall you have,

Nor likewise of my fee

;

For I am come to see you hanged.

And hanged you shall be."

"O good Lord Judge, and sweet Lord Judge,

Peace for a little while !

Methinks I see my own sister.

Come riding by the stile.

28



''O sister, sister, a little of your gold,

And likewise of your fee,

To keep my body from yonder grave,

And my neck from the gallows tree!"

"None of my gold now shall you have,

Nor likewise of my fee

;

For I am come to see you hanged.

And hanged you shall be."

"O good Lord Judge, and sweet Lord Judge,

Peace for a little while !

Methinks I see my own true love.

Come riding by the stile.

''O true love, O true love, a Httle of your gold,

And likewise of your fee,

To save my body from yonder grave,

And my neck from the gallows tree."

"Some of my gold now you shall have,

And likewise of my fee

;

For I am come to see you saved.

And saved you shall be."

Old Ballad.
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ROBIN HOOD AND THE BISHOP OF HEREFORD

Some will talk of bold Robin Hood,

And some of barons bold
;

But I'll tell you how he served the bishop of Hereford,

When he robbed him of his gold.

As it befell in merry Barnsdale,

All under the greenwood tree,

The bishop of Hereford was to come by.

With all his company.

"Come kill me a ven'son," said bold Robin Hood,

"Come kill me a good fat deer;

The bishop of Hereford is to dine with me to-day.

And he shall pay well for his cheer.

"We'll km a fat ven'son," said bold Robin Hood,

"And dress it by the highway side;

And we will watch the bishop narrowly.

Lest some other way he should ride."

Robin Hood dressed himself in shepherd's attire,

With six of his men also

;

And, when the bishop of Hereford came by.

They about the fire did go.
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"Oh what is the matter?" then said the bishop,

''Or for whom do you make this ado?

Or why do you kill the king's ven'son,

When your company is so few ?
"

"We are shepherds/' said bold Robin Hood,

"And keep sheep all the year,

And we are disposed to be merry this day,

And to kill of the king's fat deer."

"You are brave fellows," said the bishop,

"And the king your doings shall know:

Therefore make haste and come along with me.

For before the king you shall go."

"Oh pardon, oh pardon," said bold Robin Hood,

"Oh pardon, I thee pray!

For it becomes not your lordship's coat

To take so many lives away."

"No pardon, no pardon," said the bishop,

"No pardon I thee owe;

Therefore make haste and come along with me,

For before the king you shall go."
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Then Robin set his back against a tree,

And his foot against a thorn,

And from underneath his shepherd's coat

He pulled out a bugle horn.

He put the little end to his mouth.

And a loud blast did he blow,

Till three score and ten of bold Robin's men

Came running all on a row.

All making obeisance to bold Robin Hood,

'Twas a comely sight for to see,

"What is the matter, master?" said Little John,

''That you blow so hastily?"

"Oh, here is the bishop of Hereford,

And no pardon we shall have."

"Cut off his head, master," said Little John,

"And throw him into his grave."

"Oh pardon, oh pardon," said the bishop,

"Oh pardon, I thee pray!

For if I had known it had been you,

I'd have gone some other way."
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''No pardon, no pardon/' said bold Robin Hood,

''No pardon I thee owe;

Therefore make haste and come along with me,

For to merry Barnsdale you shall go."

Then Robin he took the bishop by the hand,

And led him to merry Barnsdale

;

He made him to stay and sup with him that night.

And to drink wine, beer, and ale.

"Call in a reckoning," said the bishop,

"For methinks it grows wondrous high."

"Lend me your purse, master," said Little John,

"And 111 tell you by and by."

Then Little John took the bishop's cloak,

And spread it upon the ground,

And out of the bishop's portmantua

He told three hundred pound.

"Here's money enough, master," said Little John,

"And a comely sight 'tis to see;

It makes me in charity with the bishop.

Though he heartily loveth not me."
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Robin Hood took the bishop by the hand,

And he caused the music to play;

And he made the bishop to dance in his boots,

And glad he could so get away. ^ -d

BARTHRAM'S DIRGE

They shot him dead on the Nine-Stone Rig,

Beside the Headless Cross,

And they left him lying in his blood.

Upon the moor and moss.

They made a bier of the broken bough.

The sauch and the aspin gray.

And they bore him to the Lady Chapel,

And waked him there all day.

A lady came to that lonely bower.

And threw her robes aside

;

She tore her ling ^ yellow hair.

And knelt at Barthram's side.

She bathed him in the Lady-Well

His wounds so deep and sair,

And she plaited a garland for his breast.

And a garland for his hair.

1 ling:
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They rowed him in a hly sheet,

And bare him to his earth,

And the Gray Friars sung the dead man's mass

As they passed the Chapel Garth.

They buried him at the mirk midnight,

When the dew fell cold and still,

When the aspin gray forgot to play.

And the mist clung to the hill.

They dug his grave but a bare foot deep.

By the edge of the Nine-Stone Burn,

And they covered him o'er with the heather-flower

The moss and the Lady fern.

A Gray Friar stayed upon the grave.

And sung till the morning tide.

And a friar shall sing for Barthram's soul,

While Headless Cross shall bide.

.Robert Surtees.

THE TWA CORBIES 1

As I was walking all alane,^

I heard twa corbies making a mane,^

The tane^ unto the t'other say,

''Where shall we gang and dine the day?"
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"In behint yon auld fail ^ dike

I wot there lies a new-slain knight;

And naebody kens that he lies there,

But his hawk, his hound, and lady fair.

" His hound is to the hunting gane,

His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl hame,

His lady has ta'en another mate,

So we may make our dinner sweet.

" Ye '11 sit on his white hause bane,®

And I'll pick out his bonny blue e'en.

Wi' ae^ lock of his gowden hair

We'll theek ^ our nest when it grows bare.

" Mony a one for him makes mane

;

But nane shall ken where he is gane

;

O'er his white banes, when they are bare,

The wind shall blow forever mair."

Old Ballad.

^corbies: ravens. ^fail: turf.

^alane: alone. ^ hause bane: neck bone.

^mane: moan. '^ae: one.

^tane: one. ^ theek: thatch.
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THE FEARFUL STORY

"Oh, where have ye been, my long-lost lover.

This long seven years and mair^?"
"— Oh, I'm come again to seek your love,

And the vows that ye did swear."

"Now haud your tongue of my love and vows,

For they can breed but strife

;

Now haud your tongue of my former vows.

For I am another man's wife."

"— Had I kenn'd that ere I came here,

I ne'er had come to thee

;

For I might ha'e married the king's daughter,

Were it not for the love of thee.

" I despised the crown of gold.

And the fair ladye also

;

And I am come back to me own true love,

But with me she'll not go.

" Ye may leave your husband to himself.

And your httle son also,

And sail with me across the sea

Where the stormy winds do blow."

' mair : more.
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"— Oh, what have you to keep me with,

If I with you should go —
If I should forsake my good husband,

My little young son also?"

"— See ye not yon seven pretty ships—
The eighth brought me to land —

With merchandise and mariners,

And wealth in every hand?"

She turn'd her round upon the shore.

Her Love's ships to behold

;

Their mainyards and their topmasts high

Were covered o'er with gold.

And she has gone to her little young son,

Kiss'd him both cheek and chin :

^'Oh, fare ye well, my little son!

For I'll never see you again."

She has drawn the slippers on her feet.

Well wrought with threads o' gold.

And he's wrapt her round with the soft velvet

To hold her from the cold.
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She had not sail'd a league from land,

A league but barely three,

Till she minded on her dear husband.

And her little young son tee.

"Oh, if I were on shore again.

On shore where I would be.

No living man should flatter me

To sail upon the sea!"

— ''Oh, hand your tongue of weeping," says he,

''Let all your mourning be;

I'll show ye how the lilies grow

On the banks of Italie."

"— Oh, what hills are yon, yon pleasant hills.

That the sun shines sweetly on?"
"— Oh, yon are the hills o' Heaven," he said,

"Where you will never win."

"— Oh, whatna mountain is yon," she said,

"Sae dreary with frost and snow?"
"— Oh, yon is the mountain of Hell," he cried,

"Where you and I must go!"
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And aye when she turn'd her round about,

Aye taller he seem'd for to be

:

Until that the tops of that gallant ship

No taller were than he !

He strack the mainmast with his hand,

The foremast with his knee

;

The gallant ship was broken in twain,

And sank into the sea !

Old Ballad.

A COURT LADY

Her hair was tawny with gold, her eyes with purple

were dark,

Her cheeks' pale opal burnt with a red and restless spark.

Never was lady of Milan nobler in name and in race

;

Never was lady of Italy fairer to see in the face.

Never was lady on earth more true as woman and wife,

Larger in judgment and instinct, prouder in manners

and life.

She stood in the early morning, and said to her

maidens, ''Bring

That silken robe made ready to wear at the court

of the king.
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''Bring me the clasps of diamond, lucid, clear of the mote,

Clasp me the large at the waist, and clasp me the

small at the throat."

Gorgeous she entered the sunlight which gathered her up

in a flame,

While, straight in her open carriage, she to the hospital

came.

In she went at the door, and gazing from end to end,

"Many and low are the pallets, but each is the place

of a friend."

Up she passed through the wards, and stood at a young

man's bed

:

Bloody the band on his brow, and livid the droop of his

head.

"Art thou a Lombard, my brother? Happy art thou,"

she cried,

And smiled like Italy on him : he dreamed in her face

and died.

Down she stepped to a pallet where lay a face like a girl's,

Young, and pathetic with dying, — a deep black hole in

the curls.



"Art thou from Tuscany, brother? and seest thou, dream-

ing in pain,

Thy mother stand in the piazza, searching the Hst of the

slain?"

Kind as a mother herself, she touched his cheeks with her

hands

:

"Blessed is she who has borne thee, although she should

weep as she stands."

On she passed to a Frenchman, his arm carried off by a

ball

:

Kneeling, "Oh, more than my brother ! how shall I thank

thee for all?

"Each of the heroes around us has fought for his land and

line.

But thou hast fought for a stranger, in hate of a wrong

not thine.

"Happy are all free peoples, too strong to be dispossest;

But blessed are those among nations who dare to be strong

for the rest."

Ever she passed on her way, and came to a couch where

pined

One with a face from Venetia, white with a hope out of

mind.
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Long she stood and gazed, and twice she tried at the name,

But two great crystal tears were all that faltered and came.

Only a tear for Venice ? She turned as in passion and loss,

And stooped to his forehead and kissed it, as if she were

kissing the cross.

Faint with that strain of heart she moved on then to

another,

Stern and strong in his death. "And dost thou suffer, my
brother?"

Holding his hands in hers : "Out of the Piedmont lion

Cometh the sweetness of freedom ! sweetest to live or to

die on."

Holding his cold rough hands, "Well, oh, well have ye done

In noble, noble Piedmont, who would not be noble alone."

Back he fell while she spoke. She rose to her feet with a

spring,

"That was a Piedmontese ! and this is the Court of the

King."

Elizabeth Barrett Browning.
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THE FAIRY PRINCE

It was intill a pleasant time,

Upon a summer's day,

The noble Earl Mar's daughter

Went forth to sport and play.

And as she play'd and sported

Below a green oak tree,

There she saw a sprightly doo ^

Set on a branch so hie.^

''O Coo-my-doo, my Love so true,

If ye '11 come down to me.

Ye '11 have a cage of good red gold

Instead of simple tree."

And she had not these words well spoke,

Nor yet these words well said.

Till Coo-my-doo flew from the branch,

And lighted on her head.

Then she has brought this pretty bird

Home to her bower and hall.

And made him shine as fair a bird

As any of them all.

^ doo : dove. ^ hie : high.
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When day was gone and night was come,

About the evening-tide,

This lady spied a sprightly youth

Stand straight up by her side.

''Oh, who are ye, young man?" she said,

"What country come ye frae?"

— ''I flew across the sea," he said,

'"Twas but this very day.

"My mother is a queen," he says,

"Likewise of magic skill;

'Twas she that turned me in a doo,

To fly where'er I will.

And it was but this very day

That I came o'er the sea :

I loved you at a single look;

With you I'll live and dee."

— "0 Coo-my-doo, my Love so true,

No more from me ye '11 gae."

— "That's never my intent, my Love;

As ye said, it shall be sae."
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Thus he has stay'd in bower with her

For twenty years and three

;

Till there came a lord of high renown

To court this fair ladye.

But still his proffer she refused

And all his presents too

;

Says, "I'm content to live alone

With my bird Coo-my-doo.''

Her father sware a solemn oath,

Among the nobles all,

''To-morrow, ere I eat or drink,

That bird I'll surely kill."

The bird was sitting in his cage.

And heard what he did say;

He jumped upon the window sill

:

'"Tis time I was away."

Then Coo-my-doo took flight and flew

Beyond the raging sea.

And lighted at his mother's castle.

On a tower of gold so hie.
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The queen his mother was walking out,

To see what she could see,

And there she saw her darling son

Set on the tow^er so hie.

"Get dancers here to dance," she said,

"And minstrels for to play;

For here's my dear son Florentine

Come back with me to stay."

— "Instead of dancers to dance, mother,

Or minstrels for to play,

Turn four-and-twenty well-wight men

Like storks, in feathers gray;

My seven sons in seven swans,

Above their heads to flee

;

And I myself a gay goshawk,

A bird of high degree."

This flock of birds took flight and flew

Beyond the raging sea

;

They landed near the Earl Mar's castle.

Took shelter in every tree.
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These birds flew up from bush and tree,

And lighted on the hall

;

And when the wedding-train came forth

Flew down among them all.

The storks they seized the boldest men,

That they could not fight or flee

;

The swans they bound the bridegroom fast

Unto a green oak tree.

They flew around the bride-maidens.

Then on the bride's own head;

And with 'the twinkling of an eye.

The bride and they were fled !

Old Ballad.

THE LAST BUCCANEER

Oh, England is a pleasant place for them that's rich and

high,

But England is a cruel place for such poor folks as I

;

And such a port for mariners I ne'er shaU see again

As the pleasant Isle of Aves, beside the Spanish main.

There were forty craft in Aves that were both swift and

stout,

All furnished well with smafl arms and cannons round about

;
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And a thousand men in Aves made laws so fair and free

To choose their valiant captains and obey them loyally.

Thence we sailed against the Spaniard with his hoards of

plate and gold,

WTiich he wrung with cruel tortures from Indian folk of

old;

Likewise the merchant captains, with hearts as hard as

stone.

Who flog men and keel-haul them, and starve them to

the bone.

Oh, the palms grew high in Aves, and fruits that shone

like gold.

And the colibris and parrots they were gorgeous to behold

;

And the negro maids to Aves from bondage fast did flee,

To welcome gallant sailors, a-sweeping in from sea.

Oh, sweet it was in Aves to hear the landward breeze,

A-swing with good tobacco in a net between the trees.

With a negro lass to fan you, while you listened to the

roar

Of the breakers on the reef outside, that never touched

the shore.
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But Scripture saith, an ending to all fine things must be;

So the king's ships sailed on Aves, and quite put down

were we.

All day we fought like bulldogs, but they burst the booms

at night;

And I fled in a piragua, sore wounded, from the fight.

Nine days I floated starving, and a negro lass beside,

Till, for all I tried to cheer her, the poor young thing she

died

;

But as I lay a-gasping, a Bristol sail came by.

And brought me home to England here, to beg until I die.

And now I'm old and going — I'm sure I can't tell where

;

One comfort is, this world's so hard, I can't be worse off

there

:

If I might but be a sea-dove, I'd fly across the main,

To the pleasant Isle of Aves, to look at it once again.

Charles Kingsley.
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THE THREE FISHERS

Three fishers went sailing out into the West,

Out into the West as the sun went down;

Each thought on the woman w^ho loved him the best,

And the children stood watching them out of the town

;

For men must work, and women must weep,

And there's little to earn, and many to keep.

Though the harbor bar be moaning.

Three wives sat up in the lighthouse tower.

And they trimmed the lamps as the sun went down

;

They looked at the squall, and they looked at the shower,

And the night-rack came rolling up ragged and brown.

But men must work, and women must weep,

Though storms be sudden, and waters deep.

And the harbor bar be moaning.

Three corpses lay out on the shining sands

In the morning gleam as the tide went do^vn,

And the women are weeping and wringing their hands

For those who will never come home to the town;

For men must work, and women must weep,

And the sooner it's over, the sooner to sleep

;

And good-by to the bar and its moaning.

Charles Kingsley.
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THE OLD, OLD SONG

When all the world is young, lad,

And all the trees are green;

And every goose a swan, lad.

And every lass a queen

;

Then hey for boot and horse, lad,

And round the world away

;

Young blood must have its course, lad,

And every dog his day.

When all the world is old, lad.

And all the trees are brown

;

And all the sport is stale, lad,

And all the wheels run down

;

Creep home, and take your place there,

The spent and maimed among

:

God grant you find one face there.

You loved when all was young.

Charles Kingsley.
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AULD LANG SYNE

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

And never brought to min' ?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

And days o' lang syne ?

Chorus

For auld lang syne, my dear,

For auld lang syne,

We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet,

For auld lang syne.

We twa hae run about the braes,

^

And pu'd the gowans^ fine;

But we've wander'd mony a weary foot

Sin auld lang syne.

For auld, &c.

We twa hae paidl't i' the burn,^

From mornin sun till dine

;

But seas between us braid hae roar'd

Sin auld lang syne.

For auld, &c.

braes : hills. ^ gowans : daisies. ^ burn : hrook.

53



And here's a hand, my trusty here,

And gie's a hand o' thine;

And we'll tak a right guid wiUie-waught,

For auld lang syne.

For auld, &c.

And surely ye '11 be your pint-stowp,

And surely I'll be mine;

And we'll tak a cup o' kindness yet

For auld lang syne.

For auld, &c.

Robert Burns.

THE WIDOW BIRD

A WIDOW bird sate mourning for her love

Upon a wintry bough

;

The frozen wind crept on above,

' The freezing stream below.

There was no leaf upon the forest bare,

No flower upon the ground.

And little motion in the air

Except the mill-wheel's sound.

Percy Bysshe Shelley.
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THE SKELETON IN ARMOR

"Speak ! speak ! thou fearful guest

!

Who, with thy hollow breast

Still in rude armor drest,

Comest to daunt me !

Wrapt not in Eastern balms,

But with thy fleshless palms

Stretched, as if asking alms.

Why dost thou haunt me?"

Then from those cavernous eyes

Pale flashes seemed to rise,

As when the Northern skies

Gleam in December

;

And, like the water's flow

Under December's snow.

Came a dull voice of woe

From the heart's chamber.

"I was a Viking old!

My deeds, though manifold.

No Skald in song has told.

No Saga taught thee !
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Take heed that in thy verse

Thou dost the tale rehearse,

Else dread a dead man's curse;

For this I sought thee.

''Far in the Northern Land,

By the wild Baltic's strand,

I, with my childish hand.

Tamed the gerfalcon

;

And, mth my skates fast bound,

Skimmed the half-frozen Sound,

That the poor whimpering hound

Trembled to walk on.

"Oft to his frozen lair

Tracked I the grizzly bear.

While from my path the hare

Fled like a shadow;

Oft through the forest dark

Followed the werewolf's bark,

Until the soaring lark

Sang from the meadow.

"But when I older grew.

Joining a corsair's crew,
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O'er the dark sea I flew

With the marauders.

Wild was the life we led

;

Many the souls that sped,

Many the hearts that bled,

By our stern orders.

"Many a wassail bout

Wore the long winter out

;

Often our midnight shout

Set the cocks crowing,

As we the Berserk's tale

Measured in cups of ale,

Draining the oaken pail

Filled to o'erflowing.

"Once as I told in glee

Tales of the stormy sea.

Soft eyes did gaze on me,

Burning yet tender;

And as the white stars shine

On the dark Norway pine,

On that dark heart of mine

Fell their soft splendor.
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"I wooed the blue-eyed maid,

Yielding, yet half afraid.

And in the forest's shade

Our vows were plighted.

Under its loosened vest

Fluttered her little breast,

Like birds within their nest

By the hawk frighted.

^'Bright in her father's hall

Shields gleamed upon the wall,

Loud sang the minstrels all,

Chanting his glory;

When of old Hildebrand

I asked his daughter's hand,

Mute did the minstrels stand

To hear my story.

^^WHiile the brown ale he quaffed,

Loud then the champion laughed,

And as the wind gusts waft

The sea foam brightly.

So the loud laugh of scorn.

Out of those lips unshorn,
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From the deep drinking horn

Blew the foam Hghtly.

''She was a Prince's child,

I was a Viking wild,

And though she blushed and smiled,

I was discarded !

Should not the dove so white

Follow the sea mew's flight?

Why did they leave that night

Her nest unguarded?

"Scarce had I put to sea.

Bearing the maid with me, —
Fairest of all was she

Among the Norsemen !

—
When on the white sea strand,

Waving his armed hand,

Saw we old Hildebrand,

With twenty horsemen.

"Then launched they to the blast,

Bent like a reed each mast.

Yet we were gaining fast,

When the wind failed us;
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And with a sudden flaw

Came round the gusty Skaw,

So that our foe we saw

Laugh as he hailed us.

"And as to catch the gale

Round veered the flapping sail,

'Death!' was the helmsman's hail,

' Death without quarter !

'

Midships with iron keel

Struck we her ribs of steel;

Down her black hulk did reel

Through the black water !

''As with his wings aslant,

Sails the fierce cormorant.

Seeking some rocky haunt,

With his prey laden,

So toward the open main.

Beating to sea again,

Through the wild hurricane,

Bore I the maiden.

"Three weeks we westward bore,

And when the storm was o'er,

60



Cloudlike we saw the shore

Stretching to leeward

;

There for my lady's bower

Built I the lofty tower

Which to this very hour

Stands looking seaward.

"There lived we many years;

Time dried the maiden's tears;

She had forgot her fears,

She was a mother

;

Death closed her mild blue eyes;

Under that tower she lies

;

Ne'er shall the sun arise

On such another.

''Still grew my bosom then,

Still as a stagnant fen !

Hateful to me were men,

The sunlight hateful

!

In the vast forest here.

Clad in my warlike gear,

Fell I upon my spear,

Oh, death was grateful

!
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''Thus, seamed with many scars,

Bursting these prison bars,

Up to its native stars

My soul ascended

!

There from the flowing bowl.

Deep drinks the warrior's soul,

Skoal! to the Northland! skoal!"

Thus the tale ended.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.

A LAKE AND A FAIRY BOAT

A LAKE and a fairy boat

To sail in the moonlight clear, —
And merrily we would float

From the dragons that watch us here !

Thy gown should be snow-white silk.

And strings of orient pearls.

Like gossamers dipped in milk.

Should twine with thy raven curls.

Red rubies should deck thy hands,

And diamonds should be thy dower—
But fairies have broken their wands.

And wishing has lost its power !

Thomas Hood.
62



THE PRIVATE OF THE BUFFS

Last night, among his fellow roughs,

He jested, quaffed, and swore

;

A drunken private of the Buffs,

Who never looked before.

To-day, beneath the foeman's frown,

He stands in Elgin's place.

Ambassador from Britain's crown

And type of all her race.

Poor, reckless, rude, low-born, untaught.

Bewildered, and alone,

A heart, with English instinct fraught.

He yet can call his own.

Ay, tear his body limb from limb.

Bring cord, or axe, or flame

:

He only knows, that not through him

Shall England come to shame.

Far Kentish hop-fields round him seemed.

Like dreams, to come and go

;

Bright leagues of cherry blossoms gleamed.

One sheet of living snow;
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The smoke, above his father's door,

In gray soft eddyings hung

:

Must he then watch it rise no more,

Doomed by himself, so young?

Yes, honor calls !
— with strength like steel

He put the vision by,

Let dusky Indians whine and kneel;

An English lad must die.

And thus, with eyes that would not shrink,

With knee to man unbent,

Unfaltering on its dreadful brink,

To his red grave he went.

Vain, mightiest fleets of iron frames

;

Vain, those all-shattering guns;

Unless proud England keep, untamed,

The strong heart of her sons.

So, let his name through Europe ring—
A man of mean estate.

Who died, as firm as Sparta's king,

Because his soul was 'great.

Sir Francis Hastings Doyle.
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TO THE CUCKOO

O BLITHE newcomer ! I have heard,

I hear thee and rejoice

;

O cuckoo ! shall I call thee bird,

Or but a wandering voice ?

WTiile I am lying on the grass,

Thy twofold shout I hear

;

From hill to hill it seems to pass,

At once far off and near.

Though babbling only to the vale.

Of sunshine and of flowers,

Thou bringest unto me a tale

Of visionary hours.

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring !

Even yet thou art to me

No bird, but an invisible thing,

A voice, a mystery

;

The same whom in my schoolboy days

I listened to ; that cry

Which made me look a thousand ways,

In bush, and tree, and sky.
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To seek thee did I often rove

Through woods and on the green

;

And thou wert still a hope, a love

;

Still long'd for, never seen !

And I can listen to thee yet;

Can lie upon the plain

And listen, till I do beget

That golden time again.

O blessed bird ! the earth we pace.

Again appears to be

An unsubstantial, fairy place.

That is fit home for thee !

William Wordsworth.

ROBERT OF LINCOLN

Merrily swinging on brier and weed,

Near to the nest of his little dame,

Over the mountain side or mead,

Robert of Lincoln is telling his name

:

''Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink;

Snug and safe is this nest of ours,

Hidden among the summer flowers,

Chee, chee, chee !

"
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Robert of Lincoln is gayly dressed,

Wearing a bright, black wedding coat;

White are his shoulders, and white his crest,

Hear him call in his merry note,

''Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink ;

Look what a nice new coat is mine

;

Sure, there was never a bird so hne.

Chee, chee, chee !"

Robert of Lincoln's Quaker ^vife,

Pretty and quiet, with plain brown wings,

Passing at home a patient life,

Broods in the grass while her husband sings

"Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink

;

Brood, kind creature
;
you need not fear

Thieves and robbers while I am here.

Chee, chee, chee !"

Six white eggs on a bed of hay,

Flecked with purple, a pretty sight.

There, as the mother sits all day,

Robert is singing with all his might:
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"Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink

;

Nice good wife that never goes out,

Keeping house while I frolic about.

Chee, chee, chee !"

Soon as the little ones chip the shell,

Six wide mouths are open for food

;

Robert of Lincoln bestirs him well.

Gathering seeds for the hungry brood.

^'Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink

;

This new life is likely to be

Hard for a gay young fellow like me.

Chee, chee, chee !"

Summer wanes ; the children are grown

;

Fun and frolic no more he knows,

Robert of Lincoln's a humdrum crone

;

Off he flies, and we sing as he goes

:

'' Bob-o'-link, bob-o'-link,

Spink, spank, spink;

When you can pipe that merry old strain,

Robert of Lincoln, come back again.

Chee, chee, chee !"

William Cullen Bryant.
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HEY, THE DUSTY MILLER

Hey, the dusty miller,

And his dusty coat

;

He will win a shilling,

Or he spend a groat.

Dusty was the coat,

Dusty was the color,

Dusty was the kiss

I got frae the miller.

Hey, the dusty miller.

And his dusty sack

:

Leeze me on ^ the calling

Fills the dusty peck.

Fills the dusty peck,

Brings the dusty siller;

I wad gi'e my coatie

For the dusty miller.

Robert Burns.
' Leeze me on : / love.
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THE OUTLAW

Oh, Brignall banks are wild and fair,

And Greta woods are green,

And you may gather garlands there

Would grace a summer queen.

And as I rode by Dalton-Hall

Beneath the turrets high,

A maiden on the castle wall

Was singing merrily :

"Oh, Brignall banks are fresh and fair,

And Greta woods are green

;

I'd rather rove with Edmund there

Than reign our English queen."

— ''If, maiden, thou wouldst wend with me,

To leave both tower and town.

Thou first must guess what life lead we

That dwell by dale and down.

And if thou can'st that riddle read,

As read full well you may.

Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed

As bHthe as Queen of May."

Yet sung she, ''Brignall banks are fair.

And Greta woods are green

;
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I'd rather rove with Edmund there

Than reign our Enghsh queen.

''I read you by your bugle-horn

And by your palfrey good,

I read you for a ranger sworn

To keep the king's greenwood."

— ''A Ranger, lady, winds his horn,

And 'tis at peep of light
;

His blast is heard at merry morn,

And mine at dead of night."

Yet sung she, "Brignall banks are fair.

And Greta woods are gay;

I would I were with Edmund there

To reign his Queen of May !

"With burnish'd brand and musketoon

So gallantly you come.

I read you for a bold Dragoon

That lists the tuck of drum."

—^"I list no more the tuck of drum,

No more the trumpet hear
;

But when the beetle sounds his hum

My comrades take the spear.
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And, oh, though Brignall banks be fair

And Greta woods be gay,

Yet mickle must the maiden dare

Would reign my Queen of May !

" Maiden ! a nameless life I lead,

A nameless death I'll die !

The fiend whose lantern lights the mead

Were better mate than I

!

And when I'm mth my comrades met

Beneath the greenwood bough,

What once we were we all forget.

Nor think what we are now."

Chorus

Yet Brignall banks are fresh and fair.

And Greta woods are green,

And you may gather garlands there

Would grace a summer queen.

Sir Walter Scott.



AN IRISH MELODY

Ah, sweet Kitty Neil ! rise up from your wheel —
Your neat little foot will be weary from spinning

;

Come, trip down with me to the sycamore tree

;

Half the parish is there, and the dance is beginning.

The sun is gone down, but the full harvest moon

Shines sweetly and cool on the dew-w^hitened valley,

While all the air rings with the soft, loving things

Each Kttle bird sings in the green shaded alley.

With a blush and a smile, Kitty rose up the while.

Her eye in the glass, as she bound her hair, glancing.

'Tis hard to refuse when a young lover sues,

So she couldn't but choose to go off to the dancing.

And now on the green the glad groups are seen —
Each gay-hearted lad with the lass of his choosing

;

And Pat, without fail, leads out sweet Kitty Neil —
Somehow, when he asked, she ne'er thought of refusing.

Now Felix Magee puts his pipes to his knee,

And, with flourish so free, sets each couple in motion

;

With a cheer and a bound, the lads patter the ground —
The maids move around just like swans on the ocean.
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Cheeks bright as the rose - feet light as the doe's —
Now cozily retiring, now boldly advancing

;

Search the world all around from the sky to the ground

No such sight can be found as an Irish lass dancing !

Poor Pat feels his heart, as he gazes, depart.

Subdued by the smart of such painful yet sweet love

;

The sight leaves his eye as he cries with a sigh,

'' Dance light, for my heart it Kes under your feet, love
!

"

Denis McCarthy.

FLYING FISH

Out where the sky and the sky-blue sea

Merge in a mist of sheen.

There started a vision of silver things,

A leap and a quiver, a flash of wings

The sky and sea between.

Is it of birds from the blue above,

Or fish from the depths that be?

Or is it the ghosts

In silver hosts

Of birds that were drowned at sea?

Mary Fenollosa.
Copyright, 1S99, by Little, Brown & Company.
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THOMAS RHYMER

True Thomas lay on yon grassy bank,

And he beheld a lady gay,

A lad}' that was brisk and bold,

Come riding o'er the fernie brae.^

Her skirt was of the grass-green silk,

Her mantle of the velvet fine.

At every hair of her horse's mane

Hung fifty silver bells and nine.

True Thomas he took ofi' his hat

.And bowed him low down to the knee

:

"All hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven!

For your peer on earth I did never see."

''Oh no, oh no, True Thomas," she says,

"That name does not belong to me;

I am but the queen of fair Elfland,

And I'm come here for to visit thee.

" But ye must go with me now, Thomas,

True Thomas, ye must go with me.

For ye must serve me seven years,

Thro' weal or woe as may chance to be."

^ brae : hillside.



She turned about her milk-white steed,

And took True Thomas up behind,

And now whene'er her bridle rang.

The steed flew swifter than the wind.

For forty days and forty nights

He waded through red blood to the knee,

And he saw neither sun nor moon.

But heard the roaring of the sea.

Oh, they rode on, and further on.

Until they came to a garden green :

"Light down, light down, ye ladie free,

Some of that fruit let me pull to thee."

" Oh no, oh no. True Thomas," she says,

" That fruit must not be touched by thee.

For all the plagues that are in hell

Light on the fruit of this countrie.

'' But I have a loaf here in my lap.

Likewise a bottle of claret wine.

And now e'er we go farther on.

We'll rest awhile, and ye may dine."
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When he had eaten and drunk his fill,

''Lay down your head upon my knee."

The lady said, ''E're we climb yon hill,

And I will show you wonders three.

"Oh, see ye not yon narrow road.

So thick beset with thorns and briers ?

That is the path of righteousness,

Tho after it but few inquires.

" And see ye not that broad, broad road,

That lies across yon lilied leven ?
^

That is the path of wickedness,

Tho some call it the road to heaven.

''And see ye not that bonnie road.

Which winds about the fernie brae?

That is the road to fair Elfland,

Where you and I must go to-day.

" But, Thomas, you must hold your tongue

Whatever you may hear or see.

For if a word you chance to speak,

You will ne'er get back to your own countrie."

' Icvcn : lawn or glade.
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He has gotten a coat with the nap well shorn,

And a pair of shoes of velvet green,

And till seven years were past and gone,

True Thomas on earth w^as never seen.

Old Ballad.

THE WATER O' WEARIE'S WELL

There came an elf knight out of a bush,

On waters for to dine,

And sighing sore, says the king's daughter

:

"Oh, woe is this heart of mine!"

He's taken a harp with his hand,

He's harped them all asleep,

Except it was the king's daughter.

Who one wink could not get.

He's leaped upon his berry-brown steed.

Put her on behind himsel',

Then both rode down to that water.

That is called Wearie's Well.

"Wade in, wade in, my lady fair.

No harm shall thee befall

;

Oft times Vve watered my steed,

With the waters of W^earie's Well''
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The first step that she stepped in,

She stepped in to the knee;

And sighing, says this lady fair:

''This water's not for me."

''Wade in, wade in, my lady fair,

No harm shall thee befall

;

Oft times I've watered my steed.

With the waters o' Wearie's Well."

The next step that she stepped in.

She stepped to the middle

;

" Oh," sighing says this lady fair,

"I've wet my golden girdle."

"Wade in, wade in, my lady fair,

No harm shall thee befall

;

Oft times have I watered my steed,

With the water o' Wearie's Well."

The next step that she stepped in,

She stepped to the chin

;

"Oh," sighing says this lady fair,

"It shall make two lovers twin." ^

^ twin : separate; part.
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"Seven king's daughters I've drowned there,

In the water o' Wearie's Well,

And I'll make you the eighth of them,

And ring the common bell."
^

"Since I am standing here," she says,

"This wretched death to die,

One kiss of your comely mouth,

I'm sure would comfort me."

He bent him over his saddle bow,

To kiss her cheek and chin

;

She's taken him then in her two arms.

And thrown him headlong in.

"Since seven king's daughters you've dro\\Tied there,

In the water o' Wearie's Well,

I'll make you bridegroom to them all,

And ring the bell mysel'."

And then she struggled, and then she swam.

And she swam to the dry land.

She thanked God most cheerfully,

For the dangers she o'ercame.

Old Ballad.
1 common bell : town hell.
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DARIUS GREEN AND HIS FLYING MACHINE

If ever there lived a Yankee lad,

Wise or otherwise, good or bad,

Who, seeing the birds fly, didn't jump

With flapping arms from stake or stump,

Or, spreading the tail of his coat for a sail,

Take a soaring leap from post or rail,

And wonder why he couldn't fly,

And flap and flutter and wish and try, —
If ever you knew a countr}'- dunce

Who didn't try that as often as once.

All I can say is, that's a sign

He never would do for a hero of mine.

An aspiring genius was D. Green

:

The son of a farmer, — age fourteen

;

His body was long and lank and lean, —
Just right for flying, as will be seen

;

He had two eyes as bright as a bean.

And a freckled nose that grew between,

A little awry
;

—
^ for I must mention

That he had riveted his attention

Upon his wonderful invention,
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Twisting his tongue as he twisted the strings,

And working his face as he worked the wings,

And with every turn of gimlet and screw

Turning and screwing his mouth round too,

Till his nose seemed bent to catch the scent,

Around some corner, of new-baked pies,

And his wrinkled cheeks and his squinting eyes

Grew puckered into a queer grimace.

That made him look very droll in the face,

And also very wise.

And wise he must have been, to do more

Than ever a genius did before,

Excepting Daedalus of yore

And his son Icarus, who wore

Upon their backs those wings of wax

He had read of in the old almanacs.

Darius was clearly of the opinion.

That the air was also man's dominion,

And that, with paddle or fin or pinion.

We soon or late should navigate

The azure as now we sail the sea.

The thing looks simple enough to me;

And, if you doubt it.

Hear how Darius reasoned about it.
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"The birds can fly, an' why can't I?

Must we give in," says he with a grin,

'"T the bluebird an' phoebe are smarter'n we be?

Jest fold our hands, an' see the swaller

An' blackbird an' catbird beat us holler?

Does the leetie chatterin', sassy wren,

No bigger'n my thumb, know more than men ?

Jest show me that ! er prove 't the bat

Hez got more brains than's in my hat.

An' I'll back down, an' not till then!"

He argued further: "Ner I can't see

What's th' use o' wings to a bumblebee,

Fer to git a livin' with, more'n to me ;
—

•

Ain't m}^ business importanter'n his'n is ?

That Icarus was a silly cuss, —

•

Him an' his daddy Daedalus;

They might 'a' knowed wings made o' wax

Wouldn't Stan' sun-heat an' hard whacks

:

I'll make mine o' luther, er suthin' er other."

And he said to himself, as he tinkered and planned

"But I ain't goin' to show my hand

To nummies that never can understand

The fust idee that's big an' grand.

83



They'd 'a' laft an' made fun

O' Creation itself afore 'twas done !

"

So he kept his secret from all the rest,

Safely buttoned within his vest

;

And in the loft above the shed

Himself he locks, with thimble and thread

And wax and hammer and buckles and screws.

And all such things as geniuses use ;
—

Two bats for patterns, curious fellows !

A charcoal pot and a pair of bellows

;

An old hoop skirt or two, as well as

Some wire, and several old umbrellas;

A carriage cover, for tail and wings

;

A piece of harness ; and straps and strings

;

And a big strong box, in which he locks

These and a hundred other things.

His grinning brothers, Reuben and Burke

And Nathan and Jotham and Solomon, lurk

Around the corner to see him work, —
Sitting cross-legged, like a Turk,

Drawing the waxed end through with a jerk.

And boring the holes with a comical quirk

Of his wise old head, and a knowing smirk.
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But vainly they mounted each other's backs,

And poked through knot holes and pried through cracks

;

With wood from the pile and straw from the stacks

He plugged the knot holes and calked the cracks

;

And a bucket of water, which one would think

He had brought up into the loft to drink

When he chanced to be dry,

Stood always nigh, for Darius was sly !

And, whenever at work he happened to spy

At chink or crevice a blinking eye,

He let a dipper of water fly

:

''Take that ! an', ef ever ye git a peep.

Guess ye'll ketch a weasel asleep!"

And he sings as he locks his big strong box

:

"The weasel's head is small an' trim.

An' he is leetle an' long, an' slim.

An' quick of motion an' nimble of limb.

An', ef yeou'll be advised by me,

Keep wide awake when ye're ketchin' him!"

So day after day

He stitched and tinkered and hammered away,

Till at last 'twas done, —
The greatest invention under the sun I

"An' now," says Darius, "hooray fer some fun!"
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'Twas the Fourth of July, and the weather was dry,

And not a cloud was on all the sky,

Save a few light fleeces, which here and there,

Half mist, half air.

Like foam on the ocean went floating by, —
Just as lovely a morning as ever was seen

For a nice little trip in a flying machine.

Thought cunning Darius, ''Now I shan't go

Along 'ith the fellers to see the show

:

I'll say I've got sich a terrible cough !

An' then, when the folks 'ave all gone off,

I'll hev full swing fer to try the thing.

An' practyse a little on the wing."

^' Ain't goin' to see the celebration?"

Says brother Nate. ''No; botheration!

I've got sich a cold — a toothache —-I —
My gracious !

— feel's though I should fly !

"

Said Jotham, "Sho! guess ye better go."

But Darius said, "No!

Shouldn't wonder 'f yeou might see me, though,

'Long 'bout noon, ef I git red

O' this jumpin', thumpin' pain 'n my head."

For all the while to himself he said, —
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''I tell ye what

!

I'll fly a few times around the lot,

To see how 't seems, then soon's I've got

The hang o' the thing, ez likely's not,

I'll astonish the nation, an' all creation,

By flyin' over the celebration !

Over their heads I'll sail like an eagle

;

I'll balance myself on my wings like a sea gull

;

I'll dance on the chimbleys ; I'll stan' on the steeple

I'll flop up to winders an' scare the people !

I'll Kght on the libbe'ty pole, an' crow

;

An I'll say to the gawpin' fools below,

'What world's this 'ere that I've come near?'

Fer I'll make 'em believe I'm a chap f'm the moon;

An' I'll try a race 'ith their ol' balloon !"

He crept from his bed

;

And seeing the others were gone, he said,

''I'm a-gittin' over the cold 'n my head."

And away he sped,

To open the wonderful box in the shed.

His brothers had walked but a little way,

When Jotham to Nathan chanced to say,

"W^hat on airth is he up to, hey?"
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"Don'o', — the' 's suthin' er other to pay,

Er he wouldn't 'a' stayed to hum to-day."

Says Burke, '^His toothache's all 'n his eye !

He never'd miss a Fo'th-o'-July,

Ef he hedn't got some machine to try."

Then Sol, the little one, spoke: ''By darn!

Le's hurry back, an' hide 'n the barn,

An' pay him fer tellin' us that yarn!"

''Agreed!" Through the orchard they creep back,

Along by the fences, behind the stack,

And one by one, through a hole in the wall,

In under the dusty barn they crawl.

Dressed in their Sunday garments all

;

And a very astonishing sight was that.

When each in his cobwebbed coat and hat

Came up through the floor like an ancient rat.

And there they hid ; and Reuben slid

The fastenings back, and the door undid.

"Keep dark!" said he,

"While I squint an' see what the' is to see."

As knights of old put on their mail, —
From head to foot an iron suit,

Iron jacket and iron boot,
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Iron breeches, and on the head

No hat, but an iron pot instead,

.\nd under the chin the bail, —
(I believe they called the thing a helm), —
iVnd, thus accoutered, they took the held,

Sallying forth to overwhelm

The dragons and pagans that plagued the realm;

So this modern knight prepared for flight.

Put on his wings and strapped them tight, —
Jointed and jaunty, strong and light, —
Buckled them fast to shoulder and hip, —
Ten feet they measured from tip to tip !

And a helm had he, but that he wore,

Not on his head, like those of yore.

But more like the helm of a ship.

''Hush!" Reuben said, ''he's up in the shed!

He's opened the winder, — I see his head !

He stretches it out, an' pokes it about,

Lookin' to see 'f the coast is clear,

An' nobody near ;

—
Guess he don'o' who's hid in here !

He's riggin' a springboard over the sill !

Stop laifin', Solomon ! Burke, keep still !
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He's a climbin' out now — Of all the things !

What's he got on ? I van, it's wings !

An' that t'other thing ? I vum, it's a tail

!

An' there he sets like a hawk on a rail

!

Steppin' careful, he travels the length

Of his springboard, and teeters to try its strength.

Now he stretches his wings, like a monstrous bat;

Peeks over his shoulder, this way an' that,

Fer to see 'f the' 's any one passin' by;

But the' 's on'l a ca'f an' a goslin' nigh.

They turn up at him a wonderin' eye,

To see — The dragon ! he's goin' to fly !

Away he goes ! Jimminy ! what a jump !

Flop — flop — an' plump to the ground with a thump !

Flutt'rin an' flound'rin, all'n a lump!"

As a demon is hurled by an angel's spear.

Heels over head, to his proper sphere, —
Heels over head, and head over heels,

Dizzily down the abyss he wheels, —
So fell Darius. Upon his crown,

In the midst of the barnyard, he came down,

In a wonderful whirl of tangled strings.

Broken braces and broken springs,
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Broken tail and broken wings,

Shooting stars, and various things, —
Barnyard litter of straw and chaff,

And much that wasn't so sweet by half.

Away with a bellow fled the calf,

And what was that ? Did the gosling laugh ?

'Tis a merry roar from the old barn door,

And he hears the voice of Jotham crying;

''Say, D'rius ! how do yeou like flyin?"

Slowly, ruefully, where he lay,

Darius just turned and looked that way.

As he stanched his sorrowful nose with his cuff,

''Wal, I like flyin' well enough,"

He said; ''but th' ain't sich a thunderin' sight

O' fun in 't when ye come to light."

I just have room for the moral here

:

And this is the moral, — Stick to your sphere

;

Or, if you insist, as you have the right,

On spreading your wings for a loftier flight.

The moral is, — Take care how you light.

John Townsend Trowbridge.
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TWICKENHAM FERRY

"Ahoy! and 0-ho ! and it's who's for the ferry?"

(The briar's in bud and the sun going down)

''And I'll row ye so quick and I'll row ye so steady,

And 'tis but a penny to Twickenham Town."

The ferryman's slim and the ferryman's young,

With just a soft tang in the turn of his tongue;

And he's fresh as a pippin and brown as a berry,

And 'tis but a penny to Twickenham Town.

''Ahoy! and 0-ho! and it's I'm for the ferry,"

(The briar's in bud and the sun going down)

"And it's late as it is and I haven't a penny —
Oh, how can I get me to Twickenham Town?"

She'd a rose in her bonnet, and oh ! she looked sweet

As the little pink flower that grows in the wheat.

With her cheeks like a rose and her lips like a

cherry—
It's sure, but you're welcome to Twickenham Town.

"Ahoy! and 0-ho! You're too late for the ferry,"

(The briar's in bud and the sun has gone down)

And he's not rowing quick and he's not rowing steady

;

It seems quite a journey to Twickenham Town.
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''Ahoy! and 0-ho !" you may call as you will;

The young moon is rising o'er Petersham Hill

;

And with Love like a rose in the stern of the wherry,

There's danger in crossing to Twickenham Town.

Theophile Marzials.

SCYTHE SONG

Mowers, weary and brown and blithe,

What is the word methinks ye know,

Endless over-word that the Scythe

Sings to the blades of the grass below?

Scythes that swing in the grass and clover,

Something, still, they say as they pass

;

What is the word that, over and over.

Sings the Scythe to the flowers and grass?

Hush, ah hush, the Scythes are saying.

Hush, and heed not, and jail asleep

;

Hush, they say to the grasses swaying.

Hush, they sing to the clover deep !

Hush — 'tis the lullaby Time is singing —
Hush, and heed not, for all things pass,

Hush, ah hush! and the Scythes are swinging

Over the clover, over the grass !

Andrew Lang.
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THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORGE

Toll for the brave !

The brave that are no more !

All sunk beneath the wave,

Fast by their native shore !

Eight hundred of the brave,

Whose courage well was tried,

Had made the vessel heel.

And laid her on her side.

A land breeze shook the shrouds,

And she was overset;

Down went the Royal George,

With all her crew complete.

Toll for the brave !

Brave Kempenfelt is gone

;

His last sea-fight is fought,

His work of glory done.

It was not in the battle

;

No tempest gave the shock

:

She sprang no fatal leak;

She ran upon no rock.

94



His sword was in its sheath;

His fingers held the pen,

When Kempenfelt went down,

With twice four hundred men.

Weigh the vessel up,

Once dreaded by our foes !

And mingle with our cup

The tear that England owes.

Her timbers yet are sound.

And she may float again,

Full charged with England's thunder,

And plow the distant main.

But Kempenfelt is gone.

His victories are o'er;

And he and his eight hundred

Shall plow the wave no more.

William Cowper.
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ARNOLD VON WINKELRIED

''Make way for Liberty!" he cried,

Made way for Liberty, and died.

In arms the Austrian phalanx stood,

A living wall, a human wood

;

A wall, — where every conscious stone

Seemed to its kindred thousands grown

;

A rampart all assaults to bear,

Till time to dust their frames should wear

A wood, — like that enchanted grove

In which with fiends Rinaldo strove,

Where every silent tree possessed

A spirit prisoned in its breast.

Which the first stroke of coming strife

Might startle into hideous life

:

So still, so dense, the Austrians stood,

A living wall, a human wood.

Impregnable their front appears.

All horrent with projected spears,

Whose polished points before them shine,

From flank to flank, one brilliant line.

Bright as the breakers' splendors run

Along the billows to the sun.

96



Opposed to these, a hovering band

Contended for their fatherland;

Peasants, whose new-found strength had broke

From manly necks the ignoble yoke,

And forged their fetters into swords,

On equal terms to fight their lords,

And what insurgent rage had gained

In many a mortal fray maintained.

Marshaled once more, at Freedom's call,

They came to conquer or to fall,

Where he who conquered, he who fell,

Was deemed a dead, or living, Tell:

Such virtue had that patriot breathed.

So to the soil his soul bequeathed,

That wheresoe'er his arrows flew.

Heroes in his own likeness grew,

And warriors sprang from every sod.

Which his awakening footstep trod.

And now the work of life and death

Hung on the passing of a breath

;

The fire of conflict burned within,

The battle trembled to begin;
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Yet, while the Austrians held their ground,

Point for assault was nowhere found;

Where'er the impatient Switzers gazed,

The unbroken line of lances blazed

:

That line 'twere suicide to meet,

And perish at their tyrants' feet

:

How could they rest within their graves,

And leave their homes the haunts of slaves ?

Would they not feel their children tread

With clanging chains, above their head?

It must not be : this day, this hour.

Annihilates the invader's power

:

All Switzerland is in the field,

She will not fly, she cannot yield.

She must not fall ; her better fate

Here gives her an immortal date.

Few were the number she could boast,

Yet every freeman was a host,

And felt as 'twere a secret known

That one should turn the scale alone,

While each unto himself were he

On whose sole arm hung victory.
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It did depend on one indeed

:

Behold him, — Arnold Winkelried !

There sounds not to the trump of fame

The echo of a nobler name.

Unmarked he stood amid the throng,

In rumination deep and long,

Till you might see, with sudden grace.

The very thought come o'er his face,

And by the motion of his form,

Anticipate the bursting storm.

And by the uplifting of his brow

Tell where the bolt would strike, and how.

But 'twas no sooner thought than done,

The field was in a moment won

;

''Make way for Liberty!" he cried.

Then ran, with arms extended wide,

As if his dearest friend to clasp

;

Ten spears he swept within his grasp

;

"Make way for Liberty!" he cried;

Their keen points met from side to side

;

He bowed amidst them, like a tree,

And thus made way for Liberty.
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Swift to the breach his comrades fly;

^'Make way for Liberty!" they cry,

And through the Austrian phalanx dart,

As rushed the spears through Arnold's heart

;

While, instantaneous as his fall.

Rout, ruin, panic seized them all

;

An earthquake could not overthrow

A city with a surer blow.

James Montgomery.

THE LORELEI

I KNOW not what it presages,

That my soul is sad to-day

;

A story of olden ages

Will not from my thoughts away.

The air grows cool and it darkles.

The Rhine flows calmly on

:

The peak of the mountain sparkles.

In the light of the setting sun.

On a lofty rock reclining

Is a maiden wondrous fair

:

All glorious her robe is shining.

As she combs her golden hair.
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With a golden comb she combs it,

And a low song singeth she;

A song of sadness and longing,

A wonderful melody.

As the strains come floating o'er him,

The boatman, rowing by,

Sees naught of the cliffs before him.

He only looks on high.

Soon the waves are angrily flinging

The boat and boatman down

;

And this, with her wondrous singing.

The Lorelei has done.

Heinrich Heine.

Translated bv Emilie K. Baker.
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THE SONG OF THE CAMP

"Give us a song!" the soldiers cried,

The outer trenches guarding,

When the heated guns of the camp allied

Grew weary of bombarding.

The dark Redan, in silent scoff.

Lay, grim and threatening, under;

And the tawny mound of the Malakoff

No longer belched its thunder.

There was a pause. A guardsman said,

''We storm the forts to-morrow;

Sing while we may, another day

Will bring enough of sorrow."

They lay along the battery's side.

Below the smoking cannon

:

Brave hearts, from Severn and from Clyde,

And from the banks of Shannon.

They sang of love, and not of fame

;

Forgot was Britain's glory:

Each heart recalled a different name,

But all sang ''Annie Laurie."
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Voice after voice caught up the song,

Until its tender passion

Rose like an anthem, rich and strong, —
Their battle-eve confession.

Dear girl, her name he dared not speak,

But, as the song grew louder,

Something upon the soldier's cheek

Washed off the stains of powder.

Beyond the darkening ocean burned

The bloody sunset's embers.

While the Crimean valleys learned

How English love remembers.

And once again a fire of hell

Rained on the Russian quarters,

With screams of shot, and burst of shell,

And bellowing of the mortars !

And Irish Nora's eyes are dim

For a singer, dumb and gory

;

And English Mary^ mourns for him

Who sang of ''Annie Laurie."

103



Sleep, soldiers ! still in honored rest

Your truth and valor wearing

:

The bravest are the tenderest, —
The loving are the daring.

Bayard Taylor.

''BREATHES THERE THE MAN"

Breathes there the man, with soul so dead,

Who never to himself hath said,

This is my own, my native land?

Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned,

As home his footsteps he hath turned

From wandering on a foreign strand ?

If such there breathe, go, mark him well

;

For him no minstrel raptures swell

;

High though his titles, proud his name.

Boundless his wealth as wish can claim, —
Despite those titles, power, and pelf.

The wretch, concentred all in self,

Living, shall forfeit fair renown.

And, doubly dying, shall go down

To the vile dust from whence he sprung,

Unwept, unhonored, and unsung.

Sir Walter Scott.
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A CANADIAN BOAT SONG

Faintly as tolls the evening chime

Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time,

Soon as the woods on the shore look dim,

We'll sing at St. Ann's our parting hymn.

Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast,

The rapids are near and the daylight's past.

Why should we yet our sail unfurl?

There is not a breath the blue wave to curl,

But, when the wind blows off the shore,

Oh, sweetly we'll rest our weary oar.

Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,

The rapids are near and the daylight's past.

Utawas' tide ! this trembling moon

Shall see us float over thy surges soon.

Saint of this green isle ! hear our prayers,

Oh, grant us cool heavens and favoring airs.

Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,

The rapids are near and the daylight's past.

Thomas Moore.
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THE LADY OF SHALOTT

Part I

On either side the river lie

Long fields of barley and of rye,

That clothe the wold and meet the sky;

And through the field the road runs by

To many-towered Camelot.

And up and down the people go,

Gazing where the lilies blow,

Round an island there below,

The island of Shalott.

Willows whiten, aspens quiver.

Little breezes dusk and shiver

Through the wave that runs forever

By the island in the river,

Flomng down to Camelot.

Four gray walls, and four gray towers,

Overlook a space of flowers.

And the silent isle embowers

The Lady of Shalott.

By the margin, mllow-veiled.

Slide the hea\y barges trailed
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By slow horses ; and unbailed

The shallop flitteth silken-sailed

Skimming down to Camelot.

But who hath seen her wave her hand ?

Or at the casement seen her stand ?

Or is she known in all the land,

The Lady of Shalott ?

Only reapers, reaping early

In among the bearded barley,

Hear a song that echoes cheerly

From the river winding clearly,

Down to towered Camelot

:

And by the moon the reaper wearv^

Piling sheaves in uplands airy,

Listening, whispers, '"Tis the fairy

Lady of Shalott."

Part II

There she weaves b}^ night and day

A magic web with colors gay,

She has heard a whisper say

A curse is on her if she stay

To look down to Camelot.
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She knows not what the curse may be,

And so she weaveth steadily,

And Httle other care hath she,

The Lady of Shalott.

And moving through a mirror clear

That hangs before her all the year.

Shadows of the world appear.

There she sees the highway near

Winding down to Camelot

:

There the river eddy whirls.

And there the surly village churls,

And the red cloaks of market girls.

Pass onward from Shalott.

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,

An abbot on an ambling pad.

Sometimes a curly shepherd lad.

Or long-haired page in crimson clad.

Goes by to towered Camelot

:

And sometimes through the mirror blue

The knights come riding two and two

:

She hath no loyal knight and true,

The Lady of Shalott.
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But in her web she still delights

To weave the mirror's magic sights,

For often through the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights,

And music, went to Camelot

:

Or when the moon was overhead,

Came two young lovers lately wed.

''I am half sick of shadows," said

The Lady of Shalott.

Part III

A bow-shot from her bower eaves,

He rode between the barley sheaves,

The sun came dazzling through the leaves.

And flamed upon the brazen greaves

Of bold Sir Lancelot.

A red-cross knight forever kneeled

To a lady in his shield,

That sparkled on the yellow field,

Beside remote Shalott.

The gemmy bridle glittered free.

Like to some branch of stars we see

Hung in the golden Galax>\
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The bridle bells rang merrily

As he rode down to Camelot

:

And from his brazened baldric slung

A mighty silver bugle hung,

And as he rode his armor rung,

Beside remote Shalott.

All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewelled shone the saddle leather

The helmet and the helmet feather

Burned like one burning flame together

As he rode down to Camelot;

As often through the purple night.

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light.

Moves over still Shalott.

His broad clear brow in sunlight glowed

;

On burnished hooves his war horse trode;

From underneath his helmet flowed

His coal-black curls as on he rode,

As he rode down to Camelot.

From the bank and from the river

He flashed into the crystal mirror,



"Tirra, lirra," by the river

Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, she left the loom,

She made three paces through the room,

She saw the water-lily bloom,

She saw the . helmet and the plume.

She looked down to Camelot.

Out flew the web and floated wide

;

The mirror cracked from side to side

;

"The curse is come upon me!" cried

The Lady of Shalott.

Part IV

In the stormy east wind straining,

The pale yellow woods were waning,

The broad stream in his banks complaining.

Heavily the low sky raining

Over towered Camelot

;

Down she came and found a boat

Beneath the willow left afloat,

And round about the prow she wrote

The Lady of Shalott.
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And down the river's dim expanse —
Like some bold seer in a trance,

Seeing all his own mischance —
With a glassy countenance

Did she look to Camelot.

And at the closing of the day

She loosed the chain, and down she lay;

The broad stream bore her far away,

The Lady of Shalott.

Lying, robed in snowy white

That loosely flew to left and right —
The leaves upon her falling light —
Through the noises of the night

She floated down to Camelot

;

And as the boat-head wound along

The willowy hills and fields among,

They heard her singing her last song.

The Lady of Shalott.

Heard a carol, mournful, holy,

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,

Till her blood was frozen slowly,

And her eyes were darkened wholly,

Turned to towered Camelot;
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For ere she reached upon the tide

The hrst house by the water-side,

Singing in her song she died,

The Lady of Shalott.

Under tower and balcony,

By garden wall and gallery,

A gleaming shape she floated by.

Dead-pale between the houses high,

Silent into Camelot;

Out upon the wharfs they came.

Knight and burgher, lord and dame.

And round the prow they read her name,

The Lady of Shalott.

Who is this ? and what is here ?

And in the lighted palace near

Died the sound of royal cheer;

And they crossed themselves for fear.

All the knights at Camelot

;

But Lancelot mused a little space

;

He said, ''She has a lovely face;

God in his mercy lend her grace.

The Lady of Shalott."

Alfred Tennyson.
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THE BELLS

Hear the sledges with the bells —
Silver bells !

What a world of merriment their melody foretells

!

How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,

In the icy air of night

!

While the stars that oversprinkle

All the heavens seem to twinkle

With a crystalline delight;

Keeping time, time, time,

In a sort of Runic rime,

To the tintinabulation that so musically swells

From the bells, bells, bells, bells

Bells, bells, bells—
From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells.

Hear the mellow wedding bells,

Golden beUs

!

What a world of happiness their harmony foretells !

Through the balmy air of night

How they ring out their delight !

—
From the molten golden notes,

And aU in tune.
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What a liquid ditt}' floats

To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats

On the moon !

Oh, from out the sounding cells,

What a gush of euphony voluminously wells

!

How it swells

How it dwells

On the future ; how it tells

Of the rapture that impels

To the swinging and the ringing

Of the bells, bells, bells.

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells —
To the riming and the chiming of the bells !

Hear the loud alarum bells —
Brazen bells !

What a tale of terror now, their turbulency tells;

In the startled air of night

How they scream out their affright

!

Too much horrified to speak

They can only shriek, shriek,

Out of tune.
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In the clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,

In the mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire,

Leaping higher, higher, higher,

With a desperate desire.

And a resolute endeavor

Now — now to sit or never,

By the side of the pale-faced moon.

Oh, the bells, bells, bells !

What a tale their terror tells

Of despair !

How they clang and crash and roar !

What a horror they outpour

On the bosom of the palpitating air !

Yet the ear it fully knows.

By the twanging,

And the clanging

How the danger ebbs and flows;

Yet the ear distinctly tells,

In the jangling,

And the wrangling,

How the danger sinks and swells,

By the sinking or the sweUing in the anger of the bells—
Of the bells —
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Of the bells, bells,- bells, bells,

Bells, bells, bells —
In the clamor and the clangor of the bells

!

Hear the tolling of the bells —
Iron bells !

What a world of solemn thought their melody compels !

In the silence of the night.

How we shiver with affright

At the melancholy menace of their tone !

For every sound that floats

From the rust within their throats

Is a groan.

And the people — ah, the people —
They that dwell up in the steeple,

All alone,

And who tolling, tolling, tolling.

In that muffled monotone,

Feel a glory in so rolling

On the human heart a stone —
They are neither man nor woman,

They are neither brute nor human

They are ghouls

:
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And their king it is who tolls;

And he rolls, rolls, rolls,

RoUs

A paean from the bells !

And his merr}^ bosom swells

With the paean of the bells !

And he dances and he yells;

Keeping time, time, time,

In a sort of Runic rime,

To the throbbing of the bells —
Of the bells, bells, bells, —
To the sobbing of the bells;

Keeping time, time, time.

As he knells, knells, knells.

In a happy Runic rime,

To the rolling of the bells —
Of the bells, bells, bells —
To the tolling of the bells,

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells.

Bells, bells, bells —
To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.

Edgar Allan Poe.
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THE PRIEST AND THE MULBERRY TREE

Did you hear of the curate who mounted his mare,

And merrily trotted along to the fair?

Of creature more tractable none ever heard,

In the height of her speed she would stop at a word;

But again with a word, when the curate said. Hey,

She put forth her mettle and galloped away.

As near to the gates of the city he rode.

While the sun of September all brilliantly glowed,

The good priest discovered, with eyes of desire,

A mulberry tree in a hedge of wild briar

;

On boughs long and lofty, in many a green shoot,

Hung large, black, and glossy, the beautiful fruit.

The curate was hungry and thirsty to boot;

He shrunk from the thorns, though he longed for the fruit

;

With a word he arrested his courser's keen speed.

And he stood up erect on the back of his steed;

On the saddle he stood while the creature stood stiU,

And he gathered the fruit till he took his good fill.

''Sure never, '^ he thought, "was a creature so rare,

So docile, so true, as m}' excellent mare;
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Lo, here now I stand," and he gazed all around,

'^As safe and as steady as if on the ground;

Yet how had it been, if some traveler this way.

Had, dreaming no mischief, but chanced to cry, Hey?''

He stood with his head on the mulberry tree.

And he spoke out aloud in his fond reverie

;

At the sound of the word the good mare made a push,

And down went the priest in the wild-briar bush.

He remembered too late, on his thorny green bed.

Much that well may be thought cannot wisely be said.

Thomas Love Peacock.

DAVID^S SONG

Then I tuned my harp, — took ofT the lilies we twine

round its chords

Lest they snap 'neath the stress of the noontide — those

sunbeams hke swords !

And I first played the tune all our sheep know, as,

one after one.

So docile they come to the pen-door till folding be

done.



They are white and untorn by the bushes, for lo, they

have fed

Where the long grasses stifle the water within the

stream's bed

;

And now^ one after one seeks its lodging, as star follows

star

Into eve, and the blue far above us, — so blue and so

far!

— Then the tune, for which quails on the cornland will

each leave his mate

To fly after the player ; then, what makes the crickets

elate

Till for boldness they fight one another : and then, what

has weight

To set the quick jerboa a-musing outside his sand

house —
There are none such as he for a wonder, half bird and

half mouse !

God made all the creatures and gave them our love and

our fear.

To give sign, we and they are his children, one family

here.

From "Saul" — Robert Browning.
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WHERE LIES THE LAND?

Where lies the land to which the ship would go?

Far, far ahead, is all her seamen know.

And where the land she travels from? Away,

Far, far behind, is all that they can say.

On sunny noons upon the deck's smooth face,

Linked arm in arm, how pleasant here to pace

;

Or, o'er the stern reclining, watch below

The foaming wake far widening as we go.

On stormy nights when wild northwesters rave,

How proud a thing to fight with wind and wave !

The dripping sailor on the reeling mast

Exults to bear, and scorns to wish it past.

Where lies the land to which the ship would go?

Far, far ahead, is all her seamen know.

And where the land she travels from? Away,

Far, far behind, is all that they can say.

Arthur H. Clough.
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A PSALM OF LIFE

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,

Life is but an empty dream !

—
For the soul is dead that slumbers.

And things are not what they seem.

Life is real ! Life is earnest

!

And the grave is not its goal

;

Dust thou art, to dust returnest,

Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow.

Is our destined end or way;

But to act, that each to-morrow

Find us farther than to-day.

Art is long, and Time is fleeting,

And our hearts, though stout and brave,

Still, like muffled drums, are beating

Funeral marches to the grave.

In the world's broad field of battle.

In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle !

Be a hero in the strife !
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Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant

!

Let the dead Past bury its dead !

Act, — act in the Uving Present

!

Heart within, and God o'erhead !

Lives of great men all remind us

We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us

Footprints on the sands of time

;

Footprints, that perhaps another.

Sailing o'er life's solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother.

Seeing, shall take heart again.

Let us, then, be up and doing.

With a heart for any fate

;

Still achieving, still pursuing.

Learn to labor and to wait.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.
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HOME THOUGHTS FROM ABROAD

Oh, to be in England

Now that April's there,

And whoever wakes in England

Sees, some morning, unaware.

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf

Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf,

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough

In England — now !

And after April, when May follows.

And the white-throat builds, and all the swallows

!

Hark ! where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge

Leans to the field and scatters on the clover

Blossoms and dewdrops — at the bent spray's edge —
That's the wise thrush ; he sings each song twice over,

Lest you should think he never could recapture

The first fine careless rapture !

And though the fields look rough with hoary dew,

All will be gay when noontide wakes anew

The buttercups, the little children's dower

— Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower !

Robert Browning.
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RUTH

And Naomi said unto her daughters-in-law,

"Go, return each to her mother's house;

The Lord deal kindly with you as ye have dealt with

the dead and with me."

And they lifted up their voice and w^ept again

:

And Orpah kissed her mother-in-law; but Ruth clave

unto her.

And she said, " Behold thy sister-in-law is gone back to

her people, and unto her gods:

Return then after thy sister-in-law."

And Ruth said, " Entreat me not to leave thee

Or return from following after thee;

For whither thou goest, I will go;

And where thou lodgest, I will lodge;

Thy people shall be my people,

And thy God, my God.

Where thou diest, will I die

;

And there will I be buried.

The Lord do so to me and more also

If aught but death part thee and me."
Ruth, i. 8-17.
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PART TWO .



The night has a thousand eyes,

And the day but one

;

Yet the light of the bright world dies

With the dying sun.

The mind has a thousand eyes,

And the heart but one

;

Yet the Hght of a whole life dies

When love is done.

Francis Bourdillon.
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ANNABEL LEE

It was many and many a year ago,

In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know

By the name of Annabel Lee

;

And this maiden she lived with no other thought,

Than to love and be loved by me.

I was a child, and she was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea

;

But we loved with a love that was more than love,

I and my Annabel Lee

:

With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven

Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago.

In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chiUing

My beautiful Annabel Lee,

So that her highborn kinsmen came.

And bore her away from me.

To shut her up in a sepulcher,

In this kingdom by the sea.
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The angels, not so happy in heaven,

Went envying her and me.

Yes ! that was the reason (as all men know

In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,

Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love

Of those who were older than we,

Of many far wiser than we

;

And neither the angels in heaven above,

Nor the demons down under the sea,

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee.

For the moon never beams mthout bringing me dreams

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee

;

And the stars never rise but I feel the bright eyes

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee

;

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side

Of my darling, my darling, my life and my bride,

In her sepulcher there by the sea,

In her tomb by the sounding sea.

Edgar Allan Poe.
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ROBIN HOOD AND ALLEN-A-DALE

Come listen to me, you gallants so free,

All you that love mirth for to hear,

And I will tell you of a bold outlaw

That lived in Nottinghamshire.

As Robin Hood in the forest stood,

x\ll under the greenwood tree,

There he was aware of a brave young man

As fine as fine might be.

The youngster was cloth'd in scarlet red,

In scarlet fine and gay;

And he did frisk it over the plain,

And chanted a roundelay.

As Robin Hood next morning stood

Amongst the leaves so gay,

There did he espy the same young man.

Come drooping along the way.

The scarlet he wore the day before

It was clean cast away

;

And at every step he fetch 'd a sigh,

"Alack and a well-a-day!"
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Then stepp'd forth brave Little John,

And Midge, the miller's son,

Which made the young man bend his bow,

When as he saw them come.

''Stand off, stand off!" the young man said,

''What is your will with me?"

"You must come before our master straight,

Under yon greenwood tree."

And when he came bold Robin before,

Robin asked him courteously,

"Oh, hast thou any money to spare

For my merry men and me?"

"I have no money," the young man said,

"But five shillings and a ring;

And that I have kept this seven long years,

To have it at my wedding.

'' Yesterday I should have married a maid,

But she soon from me was tane.

And chosen to be an old knight's delight,

Whereby my poor heart is slain."
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''What is thy name?" then said Robin Hood,

''Come tell me without any fail:"

''By the faith of my body," then said the young man,

"My name it is Allen-a-Dale."

"What wilt thou give me?" said Robin Hood,

"In ready gold or fee,

To help thee to thy true love again,

And deliver her unto thee?"

"I have no money," then quoth the young man,

"No ready gold nor fee.

But I will swear upon a book

Thy true servant for to be."

"How many miles is it to thy true love?

Come tell me without guile:"

"By the faith of my body," then said the young man,

"It is but five little mile."

Then Robin he hasted over the plain.

He did neither stint nor lin,

Until he came unto the church,

Where Allen should keep his weddin'.
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''What dost thou here?" the bishop then said,

''I prithee now tell unto me."

"I am a bold harper," quoth Robin Hood,

''And the best in the north country."

"Oh welcome, oh welcome," the bishop he said,

"That music best pleaseth me;"

"You shall have no music," quoth Robin Hood,

. "Till the bride and the bridegroom I see."

With that came in a wealthy knight.

Which was both grave and old.

And after him a finikin lass.

Did shine like the glistering gold.

"This is not a fit match," quoth Robin Hood,

"That you do seem to make here.

For since we are come into the church.

The bride shall choose her own dear."

Then Robin Hood put his horn to his mouth.

And blew blasts two or three

;

When four-and-twenty yeomen bold

Came leaping over the lea.
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And when they came into the churchyard,

Marching all in a row,

The verv^ hrst man was Allen-a-Dale,

To give bold Robin his bow.

"This is thy true love," Robin he said,

''Young Allen, as I hear say;

And you shall be married at this same time,

Before we depart away."

"That shall not be," the bishop he cried,

"For thy word it shall not stand;

They shall be three times asked in the church,

As the law is of our land."

Robin Hood pulled off the bishop's coat,

And put it upon Little John

;

"By the faith of my body," then Robin said,

"This cloth doth make thee a man."

When Little John went into the quire.

The people began to laugh
;

He asked them seven times in the church,

Lest three times should not be enough.
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'^Who gives me this maid?" said Little John;

Quoth Robin Hood, ''That do I,

And he that takes her from AUen-a-Dale,

Full dearly he shall her buy."

And thus having end of this merry wedding,

The bride looked like a queen

;

And so they returned to the merry greenwood,

Amongst the leaves so green.

Old Ballad.

LULLABY FOR TITANIA

You spotted snakes with double tongue,

Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen

;

Newts, and blind-worms, do no wrong;

Come not near our fairy queen.

Chorus

Philomel with melody

Sing in our sweet lullaby;

Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby !

Never harm, nor spell, nor charm.

Come our lovely lady nigh !

So good night, with lullaby.
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Weaving spiders, come not here

;

Hence, you long-legged spinners, hence

;

Beetles black, approach not near

;

Worm, nor snail, do no offense.

Chorus

Philomel with melody

Sing in our sweet lullaby

;

Lulla, lulla, lullaby ; lulla, lulla, lullaby !

Never harm, nor spell, nor charm,

Come our lovely lady nigh I

So good night, with lullaby.

W^iLLiAM Shakespeare.

THE VOICE OF THE SEA

In the hush of the autumn night

I hear the voice of the sea.

In the hush of the autumn night

It seems to say to me —
Mine are the winds above.

Mine are the caves below.

Mine are the dead of yesterday

And the dead of long ago !

Thomas Bailey ALDRirn.
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ROMANCE

My Love dwelt in a Northern land.

A gray tower in a forest green

Was hers, and far on either hand

The long wash of the waves was seen,

And leagues on leagues of yellow sand,

And woven forest boughs between !

And through the silver Northern night

The sunset slowly died away,

And herds of strange deer, lily-white,

Stole forth among the branches gray;

About the coming of the light.

They fled like ghosts before the day !

I know not if the forest green

Still girdles round that castle gray;

I know not if the boughs between

The white deer vanish ere the day

,

xAbove my Love the grass is green,

My heart is colder than the clay !

Andrew Lang.
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A NIGHl^ PIECE 10 JULIA

Her eyes the glow worme lend thee,

The shooting starres attend thee

;

And the elves also,

Whose little eyes glow

Like the sparks of fire, befriend thee.

No will-o'-th'-wispe mislight thee,

Nor snake nor slow w^orme bite thee

;

But on, on thy way.

Not making a stay.

Since ghost there's non t' affright thee !

Let not the darke thee cumber

;

What though the moon does slumber?

The stars of the night

Will lend thee their light.

Like tapers cleare, without number.

Robert Herrick.



FRIENDSHIP

My boat is on the shore,

And my bark is on the sea

;

But, before I go, Tom Moore,

Here's a double health to thee !

Here's a sigh to those who love me.

And a smile to those who hate

;

And, whatever sky's above me.

Here's a heart for every fate.

Though the ocean roar around me.

Yet it still shall bear me on

;

Though a desert should surround me,

It hath springs that may be won.

Were't the last drop in the well,

As I gasped upon the brink.

Ere my fainting spirit fell,

'Tis to thee that I would drink.

With that water, as this wine,

The libation I would pour

Should be, ^' Peace with thine and mine,

And a health to thee, Tom Moore!"

Lord Byron.
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A LEGEND OF THE WEST HIGHLANDS

On the loch-sides of Appin,

When the mist blew from the sea,

A Stewart stood with a Cameron

:

An angr}' man was he.

The blood beat in his ears,

The blood ran hot to his head,

The mist blew from the sea,

And there was the Cameron dead.

"Oh, what have I done to my friend.

Oh, what have I done to mysel',

That he should be cold and dead,

And I in the danger of all?

Nothing but danger about me.

Danger behind and before.

Death at wait in the heather

In Appin and Mamore,

Hate at all of the ferries

And death at each of the fords,

Camerons priming gunlocks

And Camerons sharpening swords."

But this was a man of counsel,

This was a man of a score,
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There dwelt no pawkier Stewart

In Appin or Mamore.

He looked on the blowing mist,

He looked on the awful dead,

And there came a smile on his face

And there slipped a thought in his head.

Out over cairn and moss,

Out over scrog and scar.

He ran as runs the clansman

That bears the cross of war.

His heart beat in his body,

His hair clove to his face.

When he came at last in the gloaming

To the dead man's brother's place.

The east was white with the moon.

The west mth the sun was red.

And there, in the house-doorway,

Stood the brother of the dead.

''I have slain a man to my danger,

I have slain a man to my death.

I put my soul in your hands,"

The panting Stewart saith.
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^'I lay it bare in your hands,

For I know your hands are leal;

And be you my targe and bulwark

From the bullet and the steel."

Then up and spoke the Cameron,

And gave him his hand again

:

"There shall never a man in Scotland

Set faith in me in vain

;

And whatever man you have slaughtered,

Of whatever name or line,

By my sword and yonder mountain,

I make your quarrel mine.

I bid you in to my fireside,

I share with you house and hall

;

It stands upon my honor

To see you safe from all."

It fell in the time of midnight.

When the fox barked in the den,

And the plaids were over the faces

In all the houses of men.

That as the living Cameron

Lay sleepless on his bed,
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Out of the night and the other world,

Came in to him the dead.

''My blood is on the heather,

My bones are on the hill

;

There is joy in the home of ravens

That the young shall eat their till.

My blood is poured in the dust,

My soul is spilled in the air

;

And the man that has undone me

Sleeps in my brother's care."

''I'm wae for your death, my brother.

But if all of my house were dead,

I couldnae withdraw the plighted hand,

Nor break the word once said."

"Oh, what shall I say to our father,

In the place to which I fare ?

Oh, what shall I say to our mother,

Who greets to see me there ?

And to all the kindly Camerons

That have lived and died long-syne —
Is this the word you send them,

Fause-hearted brother mine?"
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"It's neither fear nor duty,

It's neither quick nor dead

Shall gar me withdraw the plighted hand,

Or break the word once said."

Thrice in the time of midnight,

When the fox barked in the den,

And the plaids were over the faces

In all the houses of men.

Thrice as the li\'ing Cameron

Lay sleepless on his bed.

Out of the night and the other world

Came in to him the dead.

And cried to him for vengeance

On the man that laid him low

;

/\nd thrice the living Cameron

Told the dead Cameron, no.

"Thrice have you seen me, brother,

But now shall see me no more.

Till you meet your angr\^ fathers

Upon the farther shore."

Robert Louis Stevenson.

From " TicondiToga."
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ELDORADO

Gayly bedight

A gallant knight

In sunshine and in shadow

Had journeyed long,

Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.

But he grew old —
This knight so bold —

And o'er his heart a shadow

Fell, as he found

No spot of ground

That looked like Eldorado.

And as his strength

Failed him at length.

He met a pilgrim shadow

:

''Shadow," said he,

"Where can it be —
This land of Eldorado?"
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''Over the mountains

Of the moon,

Down the valley of the Shadow

Ride, boldly ride/'

The shade replied,

"If you seek for Eldorado!"

Edgar Allan Poe.

THE HOUSEKEEPER

The frugal snail, with forecast of repose.

Carries his house with him, where'er he goes

;

Peeps out — and if there comes a shower of rain,

Retreats to his small domicile again.

Touch but a tip of him, a horn — 'tis well —
He curls up in his sanctuary shell.

He's his own landlord, his own tenant ; stay

Long as he will, he dreads no Quarter-day.

Himself he boards and lodges ; both in\dtes

And feasts himself ; sleeps with himself o' nights.

He spares the upholsterer trouble to procure

Chattels ; himself is his own furniture,

And his sole riches. Wheresoe'er he roam —
Knock when you will — he's sure to be at home.

Charles Lamb.
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THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,

And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold,

And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,

When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.

Like the leaves of the forest when summer is green,

That host with their banners at sunset were seen;

Like the leaves of the forest when autumn hath blown,

That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast.

And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,

And their hearts but once heaved, and forever were still.

And there lay the steed with his nostrils all wide.

But through them there rolled not the breath of his pride

;

And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf.

And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.
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And there lay the rider, distorted and pale,

With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail,

And the tents were all silent, the banners alone,

The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown.

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,

And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal,

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,

Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord !

Lord Byron.

JOCK OF HAZELDEAN

''Why weep ye by the tide, ladie?

Why weep ye by the tide?

I'll wed ye to my youngest son,

And ye sail be his bride

:

And ye sail be his bride, ladie,

Sae comely to be seen" —
But aye she loot the tears down fa'

For Jock of Hazeldean.

"Now let this wilfu' grief be done,

And dry that cheek so i)ale

;

Young Frank is chief of Errington,

And lord of Langley-dale

;
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His step is first in peaceful ha',

His sword in battle keen" —
But aye she loot the tears down fa'

For Jock of Hazeldean.

''A chain of gold ye sail not lack,

Nor braid to bind your hair,

Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk,

Nor palfrey fresh and fair

;

And you the foremost o' them a'

Sail ride our forest-queen" —
But aye she loot the tears do\\Ti fa'

For Jock of Hazeldean.

The kirk was deck'd at morning-tide.

The tapers glimmer'd fair

;

The. priest and bridegroom wait the bride.

And dame and knight are there

:

They sought her baith by bower and ha'

;

The ladie was not seen !

She's o'er the Border, and awa'

Wi' Jock of Hazeldean.

Sir Walter Scott.
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A BALLAD OF THE ARMADA

King Philip had vaunted his claims,

He had sworn for a year he would sack us;

With an army of heathenish names

He was coming to fagot and stack us

;

Like the thieves of the sea he would track us,

And shatter our ships on the main

;

But we had bold Neptune to back us —
And where are the galleons of Spain ?

His carackes were christened of dames

. To the kirtles whereof he would tack us

;

With his saints and his gilded stern-frames

He had thought like an egg-shell to crack us;

Now Howard may get to his Flaccus,

And Drake to his Devon again,

And Hawkins bowl rubbers to Bacchus—
For where are the galleons of Spain ?

Let his Majesty hang to St. James

The axe that he whetted to hack us;

He must play at some lustier games

Or at sea he can hope to out-thwack us
;
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To his mines of Peru he would pack us

To tug at his bullet and chain

;

Alas ! that his Greatness should lack us !
—

But where are the galleons of Spain ?

Austin Dobson.

OPPORTUNITY

This I beheld, or dreamed it in a dream :
—

•

There spread a cloud of dust along a plain

;

And underneath the cloud, or in it, raged

A furious battle, and men yelled, and swords

Shocked upon swords and shields. A prince's banner

Wavered, then staggered backward, hemmed by foes.

A craven hung along the battle's edge,

And thought, ''Had I a sword of keener steel —
That blue blade that the king's son bears — but this

Blunt thing !
" he snapped and flung it from his hand,

And lowering crept away and left the field.

Then came the king's son, wounded, sore bestead,

And weaponless, and saw the broken sword,

Hilt-buried in the dry and trodden sand,

And ran and snatched it, and with battle-shout

Lifted afresh he hewed his enemy down,

And saved a great cause that heroic day.

Edward Rowland Sill.
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RING OUT, WILD BELLS

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,

The flying cloud, the frosty light

;

The year is dying in the night

;

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.

Ring out the old, ring in the new.

Ring, happy bells, across the snow;

The year is going, let him go

;

Ring out the false, ring in the true.

Ring out the grief that saps the mind

For those that here we see no more;

Ring out the feud of rich and poor.

Ring in redress to all mankind.*****
Ring in the valiant man and free,

The larger heart, the kindlier hand;

Ring out the darkness of the land,

Ring in the Christ that is to be.

Alfred Tennyson.
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HORATIUS AT THE BRIDGE

The consul's brow was sad,

And the consul's speech was low,

And darkly looked he at the wall,

And darkly at the foe

:

"Their van will be upon us

Before the bridge goes down

;

And if they once may win the bridge,

What hope to save the town?"

Then out spake brave Horatius,

The Captain of the gate

:

''To every man upon this earth

Death cometh soon or late.

And how can man die better

Than facing fearful odds

For the ashes of his fathers,

And the temples of his gods ?

"Hew down the bridge, Sir Consul,

With all the speed ye may

:

I with two more to help me

Will hold the foe in play.
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In yon strait path a thousand

May well be stopped by three

;

Now who mil stand on either hand,

And keep the bridge with me?"

Then out spake Spurius Lartius —
A Ramnian proud was he

:

''Lo, I will stand at thy right hand,

And keep the bridge with thee."

And out spake strong Herminius —
Of Titian blood was he

:

''I will abide on thy left side.

And keep the bridge \\'ith thee."

''Horatius," quoth the consul,

''As thou sayest, so let it be."

And straight against that great array

Forth went the dauntless three.

For Romans in Rome's quarrel

Spared neither land nor gold,

Nor son nor wife, nor limb nor life,

In the brave days of old.

Now while the three were tightening

Their harness on their backs,
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The consul was the foremost man

To take in hand an ax

;

And Fathers, mixed with Commons,

Seized hatchet, bar, and crow.

And smote upon the planks above,

And loosed the props below.

Meanwhile the Tuscan army.

Right glorious to behold,

Came flashing back the noonday light,

Rank behind rank, like surges bright

Of a broad sea of gold.

Four hundred trumpets sounded

A peal of warlike glee.

As that great host, with measured tread,

And spears advanced, and ensigns spread.

Rolled slowly towards the bridge's head,

Where stood the dauntless three.

The three stood calm and silent.

And looked upon the foes.

And a great shout of laughter

From all the vanguard rose.
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And forth three chiefs came spurring

From out that great array

;

To earth they sprang, their swords they drew,

And lifted high their shields, and flew

To win the narrow way.

Annus, from green Tifernum,

Lord of the hill of vines;

And Seius, whose eight hundred slaves

Sicken in Ilva's mines;

And Picus, long to Clusium

Vassal in peace and war,

Who led to fight his Umbrian powers

From that gray crag where, girt wdth towers,

The fortress of Nequinum lowers

O'er the pale waves of Nar.

Stout Lartius hurled down Annus

Into the stream beneath

;

Herminius struck at Seius,

And clove him to the teeth
;

At Picus brave Horatius

Darted one fiery thrust,
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And the proud Umbrian's gilded arms

Clashed in the bloody dust.

But now no sign of laughter

Was heard among the foes;

A wild and wrathful clamor

From all the vanguard rose.

Six spears' length from the entrance

Halted that deep array,

And for a space no man came forth

To win the narrow way.

But, hark ! the cry is Astur

:

And lo ! the ranks divide

;

And the great lord of Luna

Comes with his stately stride.

Upon his ample shoulders

Clangs loud the fourfold shield.

And in his hand he shakes the brand

Which none but he can wield.

He smiled on those bold Romans,

A smile serene and high;

He eyed the flinching Tuscans,

And scorn was in his eye.
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Quoth he, ''The she-wolf's Utter

Stand savagely at bay

;

But will ye dare to follow,

If Astur clears the way?"

Then, whirling up his broadsword

With both hands to the height.

He rushed against Horatius,

And smote with all his might.

With shield and blade Horatius

Right deftly turned the blow.

The blow, though turned, came yet too nigh,

It missed his helm, but gashed his thigh —
The Tuscans raised a joyful cry

To see the red blood flow.

He reeled, and on Herminius

He leaned one breathing space —
Then, like a wild-cat mad with wounds.

Sprang right at Astur's face.

Through teeth, and skull, and helmet,

So fierce a thrust he sped.

The good sword stood a hand-breadth out

Behind the Tuscan's head.
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And the great lord of Luna

Fell at that deadly stroke,

As falls on Mount Alvernus

A thunder-smitten oak.

Far o'er the crashing forest

The giant arms lie spread

;

And the pale augurs, muttering low,

Gaze on the blasted head.

On Astur's throat Horatius

Right firmly pressed his heel.

And thrice and four times tugged amain,

Ere he wrenched out the steel.

''And see," he cried, ''the welcome,

Fair guests, that waits you here !

What noble Lucumo comes next

To taste our Roman cheer?"

But all Etruria's noblest

Felt their hearts sink to see

On the earth the bloody corpses.

In the path the dauntless three

;

And from the ghastly entrance.

Where those bold Romans stood.

All shrank — like boys who, unaware,
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Ranging the woods to start a hare,

Come to the mouth of the dark lair

Where, growling low, a fierce old bear

Lies amidst bones and blood.

Was none who would be foremost

To lead such dire attack
;

But those behind cried "Forward!"

And those before cried "Back!"

And backward now, and forward,

Wavers the deep array

;

And on the tossing sea of steel

To and fro the standards reel,

And the victorious trumpet-peal

Dies fitfully away.

But meanwhile ax and lever

Have manfully been plied

;

And now the bridge hangs tottering

Above the boiling tide.

*' Come back, come back, Horatius !

"

Loud cried the Fathers all, —
" Back, Lartius I back, Herminius I

Back, ere the ruin fall!"

BAKER ni— II I ^
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Back darted Spurius Lartius, —
Herminius darted back;

And, as they passed, beneath their feet

They felt the timbers crack.

But when they turned their faces,

And on the farther shore

Saw brave Horatius stand alone,

They would have crossed once more;

But with a crash like thunder

Fell every loosened beam.

And, like a dam, the mighty wreck

Lay right athwart the stream

;

And a long shout of triumph

Rose from the walls of Rome,

As to the highest turret-tops

Was splashed the yellow foam.

Alone stood brave Horatius,

But constant still in mind, —
Thrice thirty thousand foes before,

And the broad flood behind.

^^Down with him!'^ cried false Sextus,

With a smile on his pale face

;
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'^Now yield thee," cried Lars Porsena,

'^Now yield thee to our grace!"

Round turned he, as not deigning

Those craven ranks to see
;

Naught spake he to Lars Porsena,

To Sextus naught spake he

;

But he saw on Palatinus

The white porch of his home;

And he spake to the noble river

That rolls by the towers of Rome

:

"O Tiber! Father Tiber!

To whom the Romans pray,

A Roman's life, a Roman's arms.

Take thou in charge this day!"

So he spake, and, speaking, sheathed

The good sword by his side,

And, with his harness on his back.

Plunged headlong in the tide !

No sound of joy or sorrow

Was heard from either bank,

But friends and foes in dumb surprise,

With parted lips and straining eyes.

Stood gazing where he sank

;
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.\nd when above the surges

They saw his crest appear,

All Rome sent forth a rapturous cry,

And even the ranks of Tuscany

Could scarce forbear to cheer.

But fiercely ran the current.

Swollen high by months of rain

;

And fast his blood was flowing,

And he was sore in pain.

And heavy with his armor,

And spent wdth changing blows

;

And oft they thought him sinking,

But still again he rose.

Never, I ween, did swimmer.

In such an evil case,

Struggle through such a raging flood

Safe to the landing place

;

But his limbs were borne up bravely

By the brave heart within.

And our good Father Tiber

Bore bravely up his chin.

''Curse on him!'' quoth false Sextus

-

''Will not the villain dro\^m?
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But for this stay, ere close of day

We should have sacked the town!"

"Heaven help him I" quoth Lars Porsena,

"And bring him safe to shore;

For such a gallant feat of arms

Was never seen before."

And now he feels the bottom;

Now on dry earth he stands

;

Now round him throng the Fathers

To press his gory hands

;

And now, with shouts and qlapping,

And noise of weeping loud,

He enters" through the river gate,

Borne by the joyous crowd.

They gave him of the corn land.

That was of public right.

As much as two strong oxen

Could plow from morn till night

;

And they made a molten image,

And set it up on high —
And there it stands unto this day

To witness if I lie.
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It stands in the Comitium,

Plain for all folk to see, —
Horatius in his harness,

Halting upon one knee;

And underneath is written,

In letters all of gold,

How valiantly he kept the bridge

In the brave days of old.

Abridged from Thomas Babington Macaulay.

TO A WATER FOWL

Whither, midst falling dew.

While glow the heavens with the last steps of day.

Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue

Thy solitary way?

Vainly the fowler's eye

Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,

As, darkly painted on the crimson sky.

Thy figure floats along.

Seek'St thou the plashy brink

Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,

Or where the rocking billows rise and sink

On the chafed ocean side?'
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There is a Power whose care

Teaches thy way along that pathless coast, —
The desert and illimitable air, —

Lone wandering but not lost.

All day thy wings have fann'd,

At that far height, the cold thin atmosphere,

Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,

Though the dark night is near.

And soon that toil shall end

;

Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest

And scream among thy fellows ; reeds shall bend

Soon o'er thy sheltered nest.

Thou'rt gone, the abyss of heaven

Hath swallowed up thy form : yet on my heart

Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given,

And shall not soon depart.

He who, from zone to zone.

Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight,

In the long way that I must tread alone,

Will lead my steps aright.

William Cullen Bryant.
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THE CHAMBERED NAUTILUS

This is the ship of pearl which, poets feign,

Sails the unshadowed main, —
The venturous bark that flings

On the sweet summer wind its purpled wings

In gulfs enchanted, where the Siren sings,

And coral reefs lie bare.

Where the cold sea-maids rise to sun their streaming hair.

Its webs of living gauze no more unfurl;

Wrecked is the ship of pearl

!

And every chambered cell,

Where its dim dreaming life was wont to dwell.

As the frail tenant shaped his gromng shell.

Before thee lies revealed, —
Its irised ceiling rent, its sunless crypt unsealed !

Year after year beheld the silent toil

That spread his lustrous coil

;

Still, as the spiral grew.

He left the past year's dwelling for the new.

Stole with soft step its shining archway through.

Built up its idle door.

Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the old no

more.
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Thanks for the heavenly message brought by thee,

Child of the wandering sea,

Cast from her lap, forlorn I

From thy dead lips a clearer note is born

Than ever Triton blew from wreathed horn !

While on mine ear it rings.

Through the deep caves of thought I hear a voice that

sings

:

Build thee more stately mansions, my soul,

As the swift seasons roll

!

Leave thy low-vaulted past

!

Let each new temple, nobler than the last,

Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast,

Till thou at length art free,

Leaving thine outgrown shell by life's unresting sea !

Oliver Wendell Holmes.

THE FORCED RECRUIT

In the ranks of the Austrian you found him,

He died with his face to you all

;

Yet bury him here where around him

You honor your bravest that fall.
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Venetian, fair-featured and slender,

He lies shot to death in his youth,

With a smile on his lips over-tender

For any mere soldier's dead mouth.

No stranger, and yet not a traitor,

Though alien the cloth on his breast.

Underneath it how seldom a greater

Young heart has a shot sent to rest

!

By your enemy tortured and goaded

To march with them, stand in their file.

His musket (see) never was loaded,

He facing your guns mth that smile !

As orphans yearn on to their mothers.

He yearned to your patriot bands ;
—

''Let me die for our Italy, brothers.

If not in your ranks, by your hands !

''Aim straightly, fire steadily! spare me

A ball in the body which may

Deliver my heart here, and tear me

This badge of the Austrian away!''
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So thought he, so died he this morning.

What then ? many others have died.

Ay, but easy for men to die scorning

The death-stroke, who fought side by side —

One tricolor floating above them

;

Struck down 'mid triumphant acclaims

Of an Italy rescued to love them

And blazon the brass with their names.

But he, mthout witness or honor,

Mixed, shamed in his country^ 's regard,

With the tyrants who march in upon her,

Died faithful and passive : 'twas hard.

'Twas sublime. In a cruel restriction

Cut off from the guerdon of sons.

With most filial obedience, con\dction.

His soul kissed the lips of her guns.

That moves you ? Nay, grudge not to show it.

While digging a grave for him here

:

The others who died, says your poet,

Have glor}% - let him have a tear.

Elizabeth Barrett Browning.
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WHEN WAR SHALL BE NO MORE

Were half the power that fills the world with terror,

Were half the wealths bestowed on camps and courts,

Given to redeem the human mind from error,

There were no need of arsenals or forts

:

The warrior's name would be a name abhorred !

And ever>^ nation, that should lift again

Its hand against a brother, on its forehead

Would wear forevermore the curse of Cain !

Down the dark future, through long generations,

The echoing sounds grow fainter and then cease

;

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations,

I hear once more the voice of Christ say, ^^ Peace!"

Peace ! and no longer from its brazen portals

The blast of War's great organ shakes the skies !

But beautiful as songs of the immortals.

The holy melodies of love arise.

H. W' . Longfellow.
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INCIDENT OF THE FRENCH CAMP

You know, we French stormed Ratisbon

A mile or so away

On a little mound, Napoleon

Stood on our storming day

;

With neck out-thrust, you fancy how,

Legs wide, arms locked behind.

As if to balance the prone brow

Oppressive with its mind.

Just as, perhaps, he mused, ''My plans

That soar to earth may fall,

Let once my army-leader Lannes

Wayer at yonder wall," —
Out 'twixt the battery-smokes there flew

A rider, bound on bound

Full-galloping ; nor bridle drew

Until he reached the mound.

Then off there flung in smiling joy,

And held himself erect

By just his horse's mane, a boy

:

You hardly could suspect —
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(So tight he kept his lips compressed,

Scarce any blood came thro')

You looked tmce ere you saw his breast

Was all but shot in two.

''Well," cried he, "Emperor, by God's grace

\\^e've got you Ratisbon !

The Marshall's in the market-place

And you'll be there anon

To see your flag-bird flap his vans,

Where I, to heart's desire,

Perched him!" The Chief's eye flashed; his plans

Soared up again like fire.

The Chief's eye flashed ; but presently

Softened itself, as sheathes

A film the mother eagle's eye

When her bruised eaglet breathes

;

"You're wounded!" "Nay," his soldier's pride

Touched to the quick, he said

:

"I'm killed, sire!" x\nd, his Chief beside,

Smiling the boy fell dead.

Robert Browning.
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THE SHIP OF STATE

Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of State

!

Sail on, O Union, strong and great

!

Humanity with all its fears.

With all the hopes of future years,

Is hanging breathless on thy fate !

We know what Master laid thy keel.

What Workmen wrought thy ribs of steel.

Who made each mast, and sail, and rope.

What anvils rang, what hammers beat,

In what a forge and what a heat

Were shaped the anchors of thy hope !

Fear not each sudden sound and shock,

'Tis of the wave and not the rock

;

'Tis but the flapping of the sail,

And not a rent made by the gale !

In spite of rock and tempest's roar,

In spite of false lights on the shore.

Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea !

Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee.

Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tears.

Our faith triumphant o'er our fears.

Are all with thee, — are all with thee !

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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O CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN!

O Captain ! my Captain ! our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weathered every rack, the prize we sought

is won.

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and

daring

;

But heart ! heart ! heart

!

the bleeding drops of red.

Where on the deck my Caj)tain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain ! my Captain ! rise up and hear the bells

;

Rise up— for you the flag is flung— for you the bugle

trills.

For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths — for you the

shores a-crowding.

For you they call the swaying mass, their eager faces

turning

;

Here Captain ! dear father !

This arm beneath your head !

It is some dream that on the deck

You've fallen cold and dead.
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My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,

The ship is anchored safe and sound, its voyage closed

and done.

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won

;

Exult O shores, and ring O bells !

But I, with mournful tread,

Walk the deck my Captain lies.

Fallen cold and dead.

Walt Whitman.

THE SANDPIPER

Across the lonely beach we flit.

One little sandpiper and I,

And fast I gather, bit by bit,

The scattered driftwood, bleached and dry.

The wild waves reach their hands for it,

The wild wind raves, the tide runs high.

As up and down the beach we flit.

One little sandpiper and I.

Above our heads the sullen clouds

Scud, black and swift, across the sky;

Like silent ghosts in misty shrouds

Stand out the white lighthouses high.
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Almost as far as eye can reach

I see the close-reefed vessels fly,

As fast we flit along the beach,

One little sandpiper and I.

I watch him as he skims along,

Uttering his sweet and mournful cry;

He starts not at my fitful song,

Nor flash of fluttering drapery.

He has no thought of any wrong.

He scans me with a fearless eye;

Stanch friends are we, well tried and strong,

The little sandpiper and I.

Comrade, where wilt thou be to-night.

When the loosed storm breaks furiously?

My driftwood fire will burn so bright

!

To what warm shelter canst thou fly ?

I do not fear for thee, though wroth

The tempest rushes through the sky

;

For are we not God's children both.

Thou, little sandpiper, and I ? ^^^^ Thaxter.



ROBIN HOOD RESCUES THREE SQUIRES

Now Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone,

With a Hnk a down and a day,

And there he met with a silly old palmer,

Was walking along the highway.

"What news? what news, thou silly old man?

W^hat news, I do thee pray?"

Said he, ''Three squires in Nottingham town

Are condenmed to die this day."

''Come change thy apparel with me, old man.

Come change thy apparel for mine

;

Here is forty shillings in good silver,

Go drink it in beer or wine."

"O thine apparel is good," he said,

"And mine is ragged and torn;

Wherever you go, wherever you ride,

Laugh ne'er an old man to scorn."

"Come change thy apparel with me, old churl,

Come change thy apparel with mine

;

Here are twenty pieces of good broad gold,

Go feast thy brethren with wine."
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Then he put on the old man's hat,

It stood full high on the crown

;

''The first bold bargain that I come at

I shall make thee come down."

Then he put on the old man's cloak,

Was patched black, blue, and red;

He thought no shame all the day long

To wear the bags of bread.

Then he put on the old man's breeks,

Was patched from ballup to side

;

''By the truth of my body," said bold Robin Hood,

"This man loveth little pride."

Then he put on the old man's hose,

Were patched from knee to wrist

:

"By the truth of my body," said bold Robin Hood,

"I'd laugh if I had any Hst."

Then he put on the old man's shoes,

Were patched both beneath and aboon;

Then Robin Hood swore a solemn oath.

It's good habit that makes a man.
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Now Robin Hood is to Nottingham gone,

With a link a down and a down,

And there he met with the proud sheriff,

Was walking along the town.

^'O save, O save, sheriff," he said,

"O save, and you may see !

And what will you give to a silly old man

That to-day will your hangman be?"

''Some suits, some suits," the sheriff he said,

''Some suits I'll give to thee;

Some suits, some suits, and pence thirteen

Is to-day a hangman's fee."

Then Robin he turns him round about.

And jumps from stock to stone

;

"By the truth of my body," the sheriff he said,

"That's well jumped, thou nimble old man."

"I was ne'er a hangman in all my life,

Nor yet intends to trade

;

But cursed be he," said bold Robin,

"That first a hangman was made.
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'^ IVe a bag for meal, and a bag for malt,

And a bag for barley and corn

:

A bag for bread, and a bag for beef,

And a bag for my little small horn.

" I have a horn in my pocket,

I got it from Robin Hood,

And now when I set it to my mouth.

For thee it blows Httle good."

"O wind thy horn, thou proud fellow.

Of thee I have no doubt :

I wish that thou give such a blast

Till both thy eyes fall out."

The first loud blast that he did blow.

He blew both loud and shrill;

A hundred and fifty of Robin Hood's men

Came riding over the hill.

The next loud blast that he did give,

He blew both loud and amain.

And quickly sixty of Robin Hood's men,

Came shining over the plain.

182



"O who are you," the sheriff he said,

''Come tripping over the lea?"

"They're my attendants," brave Robin did say,

"They'll pay a visit to thee."

They took the gallows from the slack,

They set it in the glen

They hanged the proud sheriff on that,

And released their own three men.

Old Ballad.

THE NORTHERN STAR

The Northern Star

Sail'd over the bar

Bound to the Baltic Sea

;

In the morning gray

She stretch'd away :
—

'Twas a weary day to me !

For many an hour

In sleet and shower

By the lighthouse rock I stray:

And watch till dark

For the winged bark

Of him that is far away.
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The castle's bound

I wander round,

Amidst the grassy graves

:

But all I hear

Is the north wind drear,

And all I see are the waves.

The Northern Star

Is set afar !

Set in the Baltic Sea

:

And the waves have spread

The sandy bed

That holds my Love from me.

Anonymous.

A DAY IN JUNE

And what is so rare as a day in June ?

Then, if ever, come perfect days;

Then heaven tries earth if it be in tune,

And over it softly her warm ear lays.

Whether we look or whether we listen

We hear life murmur, or see it glisten;

Every clod feels a stir of might.

An instinct within it that reaches and towei's,
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And, groping blindly above it for light,

Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers.

The flush of life may well be seen

Thrilling back over hills and valleys

;

The cowslip startles in meadows green,

The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice,

And there's never a leaf nor a blade too mean

To be some happy creature's palace.

The little bird sits at his door in the sun,

Atilt like a blossom among the leaves,

And lets his illumined being o'er-run

With the deluge of summer it receives.

His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings.

And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and sings ;
—

He sings to the wide world, and she to her nest,—
In the nice ear of Nature, which song is the best ?

Now is the high tide of the year.

And whatever of life hath ebbed away

Comes flooding back with a ripply cheer

Into every bare inlet and creek and ba^^

Now the heart is so full that a droj) overfills it—
We are happy now because Cod wills it.

Jamf,s Rrssi'i.i, L()wi:ll.
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THE SWAN'S NEST AMONG THE REEDS

Little Ellie sits alone

'Mid the beeches of the meadow,

By a stream-side on the grass

;

And the trees are showering down

Doubles of their leaves in shadow^

On her shining hair and face.

She has thrown her bonnet by;

And her feet she has been dipping

In the shallow water's flow—
Now she holds them nakedly

In her hands, all sleek and dripping.

While she rocketh to and fro.

Little Ellie sits alone,

And the smile she softly useth

FiUs the silence like a speech

:

While she thinks w^hat shall be done.

And the sweetest pleasure chooseth

For her future, mthin reach.
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Little Ellie in her smile

Chooseth — "I will have a lover,

Riding on a steed of steeds !

He shall love me without guile

;

And to him I will discover

That swan's nest among the reeds.

" And the steed it shall be red-roan,

And the lover shall be noble,

With an eye that takes the breath,

And the lute he plays upon

Shall strike ladies into trouble,

As his sword strikes men to death.

'' And the steed it shall be shod

All in silver, housed in azure,

And the mane shall swim the wind;

And the hoofs along the sod

Shall flash onward and keep measure,

Till the shepherds look behind.

'' He will kiss me on the mouth

Then, and lead me as a lover.

Through the crowds that praise his deeds;

And, when soul-tied by one troth,
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Unto him I will discover

That swan's nest among the reeds."

Little Ellie, with her smile

Not yet ended, rose up gayly, —
Tied the bonnet, donn'd the shoe,

And went homeward round a mile.

Just to see, as she did daily,

What more eggs were with the two.

Pushing through the elm-tree copse.

Winding by the stream, light-hearted,

Where the osier pathway leads —
Past the boughs she stoops and stops

;

Lo ! the wild swan had deserted,

And a rat had gnaw'd the reeds.

Ellie went home sad and slow.

If she found the lover ever,

With his red-roan steed of steeds,

Sooth I know not ! but I know

She could never show him — never

That swan's nest among the reeds.

Elizabeth Barrett Browning.



A CHRISTMAS CAROL

God rest ye, merry gentlemen !

Let nothing you dismay,

For Jesus Christ, our Saviour,

Was born on Christmas Day.

The dawn rose red o'er Bethlehem,

The stars shone though the gray,

When Jesus Christ, our Saviour,

Was born on Christmas Day.

God rest ye, Httle children;

Let nothing you affright.

For Jesus Christ, your Saviour,

Was born this happy night.

Along the hills of Galilee,

The white flocks sleeping lay.

When Christ, the child of Nazareth,

Was born on Christmas Day.

Dinah Maria Mulock Craik.
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CEREMONIES FOR CHRISTMAS

Come, bring with a noise,

My merry, merry boys,

The Christmas log to the firing,

While my good dame she

Bids ye all be free,

And drink to your heart's desiring.

With the last year's brand,

Light the new block, and

For good success in his spending,

On your psalteries play

That sweet luck may

Come while the log is a-tending.

Drink now the strong beer,

Cut the white loaf here.

The while the meat is a-shredding;

For the rare mince-pie.

And the plums stand by,

To fill the paste that's a-kneading.

Robert Herrick.

190



THE NIX

The crafty Nix, more false than fair

WTiose haunt in arrowy Iser lies,

She envied me my golden hair,

She envied me my azure eyes.

The moon with silvery ciphers traced

The leaves, and on the waters play'd

;

She rose, she caught me round the waist.

She said, ''Come do^^m mth me, fair maid."

She led me to her crystal grot,

She set me in her coral chair,

She waved her hand, and I had not

Or azure eyes or golden hair.

Her locks of jet, her eyes of flame

Were mine, and hers my semblance fair;

''O make me, Nix, again the same,

O give me back my golden hair!"

She smiles in scorn, she disappears,

And here I sit and see no sun,

My eyes of fire are quenched in tears,

And all my darksome locks undone.

Richard Garxett.
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SIR MARMADUKE

Sir Marmaduke was a hearty knight;

Good man ! old man !

He's painted standing bolt upright,

With his hose rolled over his knee

;

His periwig's as white as chalk,

And on his fist he holds a hawk,

And he looks like the head

Of an ancient family.

His dining-room was long and wide,

Good man ! old man !

His spaniels lay by the fireside;

And in other parts, d'ye see
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Crossbows, tobacco-pipes, old hats,
,

A saddle, his wife, and a litter of cats;

And he looks like the head

Of an ancient family.

He never turned the poor from his gate.

Good man ! old man !

But was always ready to break the pate

Of his country's enemy.

What knight could do a better thing

Than serve the poor, and fight for his king?

And so may every head

Of an ancient family !

George Colman.

REQUIEM

Under the wide and starr}^ sky,

Dig the grave and let me lie.

Glad did I live and gladly die,

And I laid me down with a will.

This be the verse you grave for me

:

Here he lies where he longed to be;

Home is the sailor, home from sea,

And the hunter home from the hill.

Robert Louis Stevenson.
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THE CORN SONG

Heap high the farmer's wintry hoard!

Heap high the golden corn!

No richer gift has Autumn poured

From out her lavish horn

!

Let other lands, exulting, glean

The apple from the pine,

The orange from its glossy green,

The cluster from the vine;

We better love the hardy gift

Our rugged vales bestow,

To cheer us when the storm shall drift

Our harvest-fields with snow.

Through vales of grass and meads of flowers

Our plows their furrows made.

While on the hills the sun and showers

Of changeful April played.

We dropped the seed o'er hill and plain

Beneath the sun of May,

And frightened from our sprouting grain

The robber crows away.
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All through the long, bright days of June

Its leaves grew green and fair,

And waved in hot midsummer's noon

Its soft and yellow hair.

And now, with autumn's moonlit eves,

Its harvest time has come,

We pluck away the frosted leaves,

And bear the treasure home.

There, when the snows about us drift.

And winter winds are cold,

Fair hands the broken grain shall sift.

And knead its meal of gold.

Let vapid idlers loll in silk

Around their costly board;

Give us the bowl of samp and milk.

By homespun beauty poured

!

Where'er the wide old kitchen hearth

Sends up its smoky curls,

Who will not thank the kindly earth,

And bless our farmer girls

!
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Then shame on all the proud and ^'ain,

Whose folly laughs to scorn

The blessing of our hardy grain,

Our wealth of golden corn

!

Let earth withhold her goodly root,

Let mildew blight the rye,

Give to the worm the orchard's fruit.

The wheat field to the fly:

But let the good old crop adorn

The hills our fathers trod

;

Still let us, for his golden corn,

Send up our thanks to God

!

John G. Whittier.
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DAYBREAK

A WIND came up out of the sea

And said, ''O mists, make room for me."

It hailed the ships, and cried, ''Sail on,

Ye mariners, the night is gone."

And hurried landward far away,

Crying, "Awake ! it is the day."

It said unto the forest, ''Shout!

Hang all your leafy banners out!"

It touched the wood-bird's folded wing,

And said, "O bird, awake and sing."

And o'er the farms, "O chanticleer,

Your clarion blow; the day is near."

It whispered to the fields of corn,

"Bow down, and hail the coming morn."

It shouted through the belfry-tower,

"Awake, O bell ! proclaim the hour."

It crossed the churchyard with a sigh.

And said, "Not yet! in quiet lie."

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.
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THE LAST LEAF

I SAW him once before,

As he passed by the door,

And again

The pavement stones resound

As he totters o'er the ground

With his cane.

They say that in his prime,

Ere the pruning knife of Time

Cut him down,

Not a better man was found

By the Crier on his round

Through the town.

But now he walks the streets,

And he looks at all he meets

Sad and wan,

And he shakes his feeble head.

That it seems as if he said,

''They are gone."

The mossy marbles rest

On the lips that he has pressed

In their bloom,

And the names he loved to hear
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Have been carved for many a year

On the tomb.

My grandmamma has said —
Poor old lady, she is dead

Long ago —
That he had a Roman nose,

And his cheek was like a rose

In the snow

;

But now his nose is thin,

And it rests upon his chin

Like a staff,

And a crook is in his back

And a melancholy crack

In his laugh.

I know it is a sin

For me to sit and grin

At him here

;

But the old three-cornered hat,

And the breeches, and all that,

Are so queer !

And if I should live to be

The last leaf upon the tree

In the spring,
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Let them smile, as I do now,

At the old forsaken bough

Where I cling.

Oliver Wendell Holmes.

CONCORD HYMN

By the rude bridge that arched the flood,

Their flag to April's breeze unfurled.

Here once the embattled farmers stood,

And fired the shot heard round the world.

The foe long since in silence slept

;

Alike the conqueror silent sleeps

;

And Time the ruined bridge has swept

Down the dark stream which seaward creeps.

On this green bank, by this soft stream,

We set to-day a votive stone

;

That memory may their deed redeem,

When, like our sires, our sons are gone.

Spirit, that made those heroes dare

To die, and leave their children free.

Bid Time and Nature gently spare

The shaft we raise to them and thee.

Ralph Waldo Emerson.
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THE DEACON'S MASTERPIECE

OR THE WONDERFUL '' ONE-HOSS SHAY "

Have you heard of the wonderful one-hoss shay,

That was built in such a logical way,

It ran a hundred years to a day,

And then of a sudden, it — ah, but stay,

I'll tell you what happened without delay,

Scaring the parson into fits,

Frightening people out of their wits, —
Have you ever heard of that, I say?

Seventeen hundred and fifty-five,

Georgius Secundus was then alive, —
Snuffy old drone from the German hive.

That was the year when Lisbon-town

Saw the earth open and gulp her down,

And Braddock's army was done so brown,

Left without a scalp to its crown.

It was on the terrible earthquake day

That the Deacon finished the one-hoss shay.

Now, in building of chaises, I tell you what.

There is always somewhere a weakest spot, —
In hub, tire, felloe, in spring or thill,

In panel, or crossbar, or floor, or sill,
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In screw, bolt, thoroughbrace, ^ lurking still,

Find it somewhere you must and will, —
Above or below, or within or without, —
x\nd that's the reason, beyond a doubt,

A chaise breaks down but doesn't wear out.

But the Deacon swore (as Deacons do,

With an "I dew vum," or an ''I tell yeou,'^)

He would build one shay to beat the taown

'N' the keounty 'n' all the kentry^ raoun'

;

It should be so built that it couldn' break daown

;

— ''Fur," said the Deacon, "'tis mighty plain

That the weakes' place mus' stan' the strain;

'N' the way t' fix it, uz I maintain,

Is only jest

T' make that place uz strong uz the rest."

So the Deacon inquired of the village folk

Where he could find the strongest oak.

That couldn't be split nor bent nor broke, —
That was for spokes and floor and sills

;

He sent for lancewood to make the thills

;

The crossbars were ash from the straightest trees

;

The panels of whitewood, that cuts like cheese,

But lasts like iron for things like these;
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The hubs of logs from the "Settler's ellum," —
Last of its timber, ~ they couldn't sell 'em,

Never an ax had seen their chips,

And the wedges flew from between their lips,

Their blunt ends frizzled like celery tips

;

Step and prop-iron, bolt and screw.

Spring, tire, axle, and linchpin, too.

Steel of the finest, bright and blue

;

Thoroughbrace bison-skin, thick and wide

;

Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hide

Found in the pit when the tanner died.

That was the way he ''put her through." —
"There!" said the Deacon, "naow she'll dew!"

Do ! I tell you, I rather guess

She was a wonder, and nothing less !

Colts grew horses, beards turned gray,

Deacon and deaconess dropped away.

Children and grandchildren, — where were they ?

But there stood the stout, old one-hoss shay

As fresh as on Lisbon-earthquake day !

Eighteen Hundred ; — it came and found

The Deacon's masterpiece strong and sound.
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Eighteen hundred increased, by ten ;

—
''Hahnsum kerridge" they called it then.

Eighteen hundred and twenty came ;
—

Running as usual; much the same.

Thirty and forty at last arrive,

And then come fifty, and fifty-jive.

Little of all we value here

Wakes on the morn of its hundredth year

Without both feeling and looking queer.

In fact, there's nothing that keeps its youth,

So far as I know, but a tree and truth. . . .

First of November, — the earthquake day, —
There are traces of age in the one-hoss shay,

A general flavor of mild decay,

But nothing local as one may say.

There couldn't be, — for the Deacon's art

Had made it so like in every part

That there wasn't a chance for one to start.

For the wheels were just as strong as the thills,

And the floor was just as strong as the sills,

And the panels just as strong as the floor.

And the whippletree neither less nor more.

And the back crossbar as strong as the fore,

And spring and axle and hub encore.
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And yet, as a whole, it is past a doubt

In another hour it will be ivorii out I

First of November, Tifty-five !

This morning the parson takes a drive.

Now, small boys, get out of the way !

Here comes the wonderful one-hoss shay,

Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay.

"Huddup!" said the parson. — Off went they.

The parson was working his Sunday's text, —
Had got to fifthly, and stopped perplexed

At what the — Moses was coming next.

All at once the horse stood still.

Close by the meetin' house on the hill.

— First a shiver, and then a thrill,

Then something decidedly like a spill, —
And the parson was sitting upon a rock,

At half-past nine by the meetin'-house clock, —
Just the hour of the earthquake shock !

— What do you think the parson found, .

When he got up and stared around?

The poor old chaise in a heap or mound,

As if it had been to the mill and ground !

You see, of course, if you're not a dunce,

How it went to pieces all at once, —
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All at once, and nothing first —
Just as bubbles do when they burst.

End of the wonderful one-hoss shay.

Logic is logic. That's all I say.

Oliver Wendell Holmes.

THE SPACIOUS FIRMAMENT ON HIGH

The spacious firmament on high,

With all the blue ethereal sky,

And spangled heavens, a shining frame,

Their great Original proclaim

;

The unwearied sun, from day to day,

Does his Creator's power display,

And publishes to every land

The work of an Almighty hand.

Soon as the evening shades prevail.

The moon takes up the wondrous tale.

And nightly to the listening earth

Repeats the story of her birth;

While all the stars that round her burn,

And all the planets in their turn,

Confirm the tidings as they roll.

And spread the truth from pole to pole.
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What though, in solemn silence, all

Move round the dark terrestrial ball?

What though no real voice or sound

Amid their radiant orbs be found?

In Reason^s ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice,

Forever singing, as they shine,

^^The Hand that made us is divine!^'

Joseph Addison.

ODE

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest

By all their country's wishes blessed

!

When Spring, with dewy fingers cold.

Returns to deck their hallowed mold.

She there shall dress a sweeter sod

Than Fancy's feet have ever trod.

By fairy hands their knell is rung;

By forms unseen their dirge is sung;

There Honor comes, a pilgrim gray,

To bless the turf that wraps their clay;

And Freedom shall awhile repair,

To dwell, a weeping hermit, there !

William Collins.
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FOR A' THAT AND A' THAT

Is there, for honest poverty,

That hangs his head, and a' that ?

The coward slave, we pass him by.

We dare be poor for a' that

!

For a' that, and a' that.

Our toils obscure, and a' that

;

The rank is but the guinea stamp

;

The Man's the gowd for a' that.

What tho' on hamely fare we dine,

Wear hodden gray, and a' that

;

Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine,

A Man's a Man for a' that.

For a' that, and for a' that,

Their tinsel show, and a' that

;

The honest man, tho' e'er sae poor,

Is king o' men for a' that.

Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord,

Wha struts, and stares, and a' that

;

Tho' hundreds worship at his word,

He's but a coof for a' that

:
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For a' that, and a' that,

His ribbon, star, and a' that.

The man o' independent mind,

He looks and laughs at a' that.

A prince can mak a belted knight,

A marquis, duke, and a' that

;

But an honest man's aboon his might,

Guid faith he mauna fa' that

!

For a' that, and a' that.

Their dignities, an' a' that.

The pith o' sense, and pride o' worth.

Are higher rank than a' that.

Then let us pray that come it may,

As come it will for a' that

;

That sense and worth, o'er a' the earth.

May bear the gree, and a' that.

For a' that, and a' that,

It's coming yet, for a' that,

That Man to Man, the warld o'er.

Shall brothers be for a' that.

Robert Burns.
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THE COURTIN'

God makes sech nights, all white an' still

Fur 'z you can look or listen,

Moonshine an' snow on field an' hill,

All silence an' all ghsten.

Zekle crep' up quite unbeknown

An' peeked in thru' the winder.

An' there sot Huldy all alone,

'ith no one nigh to hender.

A fireplace filled the room's one side

With half a cord o' wood in—
There warn't no stoves (tell comfort died)

To bake ye to a puddin'.

The wa'nut logs shot sparkles out

Towards the pootiest, bless her,

An' lettle flames danced all about

The chiny on the dresser.

Agin the chimbley crook-necks hung,

An' in amongst 'em rusted,

The ole queen's-arm thet gran'ther Young

Fetched back f'om Concord busted.
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The very room, coz she was in,

Seemed warm f'om floor to ceilin',

An' she looked full ez rosy agin

Ez the apples she was peelin'.

'Twas kin' o' kingdom-come to look

On sech a blessed cretur,

A dogrose blushin' to a brook

Ain't modester nor sweeter.

He was six foot o' man, A i,

Clear grit an' human natur',

None couldn't quicker pitch a ton

Nor dror a furrer straighter.

He'd sparked it with full twenty gals,

He'd squired 'em, danced 'em, druv 'em,

Fust this one, 'an then thet, by spells—
All is, he couldn't love 'em.

But long o' her his veins 'ould run

All crinkly like curled maple,

The side she breshed felt full o' sun

Ez a south slope in Ap'il.
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She thought no v'ice hed sech a swing

Ez hisn in the choir;

My ! when he made Ole Hunderd ring,

She knowed the Lord was nigher.

An' she'd blush scarKt, right in prayer,

When her new meetin'-bunnet

Felt somehow thru' its crown a pair'

O' blue eyes sot upun it.

Thet night, I tell ye, she looked some!

She seemed toVe gut a new soul,

For she felt sartin-sure he'd come,

Down to her very shoe-sole.

She heered a foot, an' knowed it tu,

A-raspin' on the scraper,

—

All ways to once her feelings flew

Like sparks in burnt-up paper.

He kin' o' I'itered on the mat,

Some doubtfle o' the sekle.

His heart kep' goin' pity-pat,

But hern went pity Zekle.
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An' yit she gin her cheer a jerk

Ez though she wished him furder,

An' on her apples kep' to work,

Parin' away Hke murder.

" You want to see my Pa, I s'pose ?
"

" Wal . . . no . . . I come dasignin' " —
^' To see my Ma ? She's sprinkhn' clo'es

Agin to-morrer's i'nin'."

To say why gals acts so or so,

Or don't, 'ould be persumin'

;

Mebby to mean yes an' say no

Comes nateral to women.

He stood a spell on one foot fust,

Then stood a spell on t'other,

An' on which one he felt the wust

He couldn't ha' told ye nuther.

Says he, ''I'd better call agin;"

Says she, '' Think likely, Mister :

"

Thet last word pricked him like a pin,

An' . . . Wal, he up an' kist her.
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When Ma bimeby upon 'em slips,

Huldy sot pale ez ashes,

All kin' o' smily roun' the lips

An' teary roun' the lashes.

For she was jes' the quiet kind

Whose naturs never vary,

Like streams that keep a summer mind

Snowhid in Jenooary.

The blood clost roun' her heart felt glued

Too tight for all expressin'.

Tell mother see how metters stood,

An' gin 'em both her blessin'.

Then her red come back like the tide

Down to the Bay o' Fundy,

An' all I know is they was cried

In meetin' come nex' Sunday.

James Russell Lowell.

214



UP-HILL

Does the road wind up-hill all the way ? —
''Yes, to the very end."

Will the day's journey take the whole long day ? —
"From morn to night, my friend."

But is there for the night a resting place ?

'' A roof for when the slow^, dark hours begin."

May not the darkness hide it from my face ?

"You cannot miss that inn."

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night ?

" Those who have gone before."

Then must I knock, or call when just in sight?

"They will not keep you waiting at that door."

Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak?

"Of labor you shall find the sum."

Will there be beds for me and all w^ho seek?

"Yea, beds for all who come."

Christina Rossetti.
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LEAD, KINDLY LIGHT

Lead, kindly Light, amid the encirding gloom,

Lead thou me on !

The night is dark, and I am far from home,

Lead thou me on !

Keep thou my feet ! I do not ask to see

The distant scene ; one step enough for me.

I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou

Shouldst lead me on

;

I loved to choose and see my path ; but now

Lead thou me on !

I loved the garish day ; and, spite of fears,

Pride ruled my will : remember not past years.

So long thy power has blessed me, sure it still

Will lead me on,

O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till

The night is gone;

And with the morn those angel faces smile.

Which I have loved long since, and lost a while.

Cardinal Newman,
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RECESSIONAL

God of our fathers, known of old —
Lord of our far-flung battle line —

Beneath whose awful hand we hold

Dominion over palm and pine —
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet.

Lest we forget — lest we forget

!

The tumult and the shouting dies—
The captains and the kings depart —

Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,

A humble and a contrite heart.

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet.

Lest we forget — lest we forget

!

Far-called, our navies melt away —
On dune and headland sinks the lire

Lo, all our pomp of yesterday

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre !

Judge of the Nations, spare us yet,

Lest we forget — lest we forget

!
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If, drunk with sight of power, we loose

Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe —
Such boasting as the Gentiles use

Or lesser breeds without the Law—
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget — lest we forget

!

For heathen heart that puts her trust

In reeking tube and iron shard —
All valiant dust that builds on dust.

And guarding calls not Thee to guard —
For frantic boast and foolish word,

Th}^ mercy on Thy People, Lord ! Amen.

RuDYARD Kipling.

THE LORD IS MY LIGHT

The Lord is my light and my salvation

;

Whom shall I fear?

The Lord is the strength of my life;

Of whom shall I be afraid?

For in the time of trouble He shall hide me in His

pavilion.

In the secret of His tabernacle shaU He hide me.

He shall set me up upon a rock.
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Hear, O Lord, when I cry with my voice

;

Have mercy also upon me, and answer me.

Hide not Thy face far from me

;

Put not Thy servant away in anger.

Thou hast been my help,

Leave me not, neither forsake me, O God of my salvation.

When my father and my mother forsake me.

Then the Lord will take me up.

Wait on the Lord : be of good courage and He shall

strengthen thine heart.

Wait I say on the Lord.

From the Psalms.
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